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	1. Getting Ready

**My new obsession is the movie Frozen. I freaking love it! And I love the new Jack Frost and Elsa ship too. I know breathe, eat, and sleep Jelsa. But most of the fics I've read so far, I don't like. Total props to **Julia Rider **and **WhiteRose69** for not only writing the first two AU school fics that ****_I_**** know of but also inspiring me to try my hand at writing an AU fic as well.**

**Now, if your still reading this, let me explain what this will be. **

**Firstly, this is an AU story with crossovers from Frozen, Rise of the Guardians, Tangled, How to Train Your Dragon, and many other Disney movies. If any other movies are added, I will inform you. I'm not a college student, I cannot speak from an experienced POV, so the characters will be in a boarding school ranging from 9th to 12th grade. Second, it will be mostly told from the POV of Anna. She was the main character of Frozen and my favorite, so it is easier to get her personality. Third, I refuse to rush Jack and Elsa into a relationship. I can't stand a rushed relationship. Finally, to try to keep this as original as possible, I have decided to cut myself off from any AU Frozen/ROTG crossover stories. If you see any similarities, let me know, and I will try to change it. **

**I'm off my soap box, so you may now carry on with the story. Enjoy :)**

**Disclaimer: If I owned any of these movies, I wouldn't be on a fan site. Common sense people...**

* * *

><p><em>"Good morning, beautiful citizens of Corona! It is a wonderful day to soak up the sun with highs of 82 degrees. So grab that sun screen and enjoy this fantastic day. Now here is Savage Infants with their new hit single Rusty Nail Through My Heart<em> **(****1)**_." _

The band's music fills the room and drifts into my ears. My eyes open and I look up at the ceiling of my shared room. I glance to the left and look out the open window. I roll over and decide to go back to sleep. Wait just a sec! Today's the day! My eyes shoot open once again.

"Today's the day," I whisper. "Today's the day!"

I jump out of bed and run into the sandy colored bathroom. I smile at my reflection in the mirror. My bright blue eyes are filled with excitement. The summer sun has made my freckles multiply across my nose and cheeks. My auburn hair sticks up in all directions and the white stripe in my hair is hidden by the frizz of it all. I reach for my toothbrush among the five others and brush my teeth. I grab the brush from my shelf in the bathroom and start untangling the mess that is my hair. The bristles immediately get stuck in a huge knot.

"Just great," I mumble, annoyed. I shrug. "Might as well wake everyone else up."

I leave the bathroom and enter the hallway. I slow my pace and glance at all the pictures on the wall. There is one of Pascal and Rapunzel from the day she got him. That was when her hair still reached her feet and was blonde. The next was of aunt Primrose, uncle Thomas, and cousin before Elsa and I came to live here. The frame right below that holds our recent Christmas card. We're all wearing hideous sweaters. Next to this one is my favorite picture on the wall. It was summer and the three of us, Elsa, Rapunzel, and me, decided to go roller skating. I remember getting at least twenty bruises that day and still have a scar on my thigh. The three of us are huddled together with the park behind us. We were all laughing when the picture was snapped. We look so happy. That was before mom and dad passed away while on that business trip. That was three years ago. I look at the last picture on this side of the wall. The one of Elsa, mom, dad, and I on Elsa's fourteenth birthday. The cake is in front of her and she is beaming up at the camera. Elsa still has her braces with the blue bands on it. It's one of the last pictures of her beaming like that.

I sigh and reach out to touch the frame. "I miss you guys." I whisper.

The smell of pancakes fills my nose. I pull myself away from the picture and start walking towards the staircase that leads downstairs. I stand on the top step and peak in between the beams of the staircase. The staircase leads right into the joined living and dining room. From here I can see the dining room table. There are mountains of plain, chocolate chip, blueberry, and banana nut pancakes, eggs, bacon, orange juice, coffee, toast, and a fruit salad. Mmmmmmm, chocolate. My aunt Primrose and uncle Thomas walk in both holding empty plates and forks. They really went all out for this going away breakfast.

I go back up the stair I'm on and walk towards Rapunzel's room. Her door is at the end of the hall. The door is covered in paintings. I don't mean the type on paper. No, no, no. My cousin kind of has this thing for painting, and she's really good at it. Her door has suns painted all over it. Talk about obsessive.

The metal of the doorknob is cold in my palm as I twist it open. I throw open the door, and it hits the wall with a loud bang. Rapunzel jumps up in bed, and her eyes are wide open in fear.

"WAKE UP, ZEL! TODAY"S THE BIG DAY! YOU NEED TO GET YOUR BUTT OUT OF BED!" I scream at the top of my lungs.

Zel immediately covers her ears with her hands. "Jeez, Anna! I'm up! I'm up! You can shut up now!"

"NO WAY! TODAY'S THE DAY, ZEL-ZEL!"

She flung her purple pillow at me. I hits me in the face. "Ow!" I yell at her. I charge for her bed as she squeals. I raise the pillow above my head and bring it down to hit her. "It's not very nice to throw things at people." I say laughing.

Rapunzel snatches the pillow from me. "You're a fool." She tells me smiling.

"But I'm your beautiful cousin fool." I say making an ugly face at her.

"Yeah, beautiful. Love what you've done with your hair." She burst into hysteria taking in my frizzy hair with my brush still stuck in a forest of tangles.

I force my lips into a pout and put one hand on my hip and one behind my head, trying to look like a model. "I'm ready for close up."

Zel's laugh intensifies, if that's even possible. We hear someone clear their throat. Rapunzel stops laughing as we both look for the source of the sound: Elsa.

I smile at her. "Hey big sis! I was supposed to wake you up!"

Elsa looks at me and cracks a small smile. "People in Pluto could hear you, Anna," she teases.

"I can't help it! I'm so excited! You can't tell me you're not excited about today."

Elsa rolls her eyes and tries to ac serious. She fails as her small smile returns. "Maybe just a little." she says as she puts her pointer finger and thumb up with a small gap between.

"Come on,"Zel says as she entangles herself from the blankets on her bed. "I smell food."

She makes her way across the room clad in her purple, plaid pajama pants and light pink t-shirt and passes Elsa to the staircase. Elsa in her baby blue sweatpants and dark blue long sleeve shirt turns to follow her. Her hair is in a braid reaching her shoulder blades. I follow the two down the stairs and into the dining room in my light green, yellow, and orange pajama pants and a light green wife beater.

My aunt and uncle sit at the table both with a mug of coffee in their hands, talking. Aunt Primrose tells her husband, "I told you the smell of food would wake them up."

He chuckles, a chuckle that makes his belly move a little in response. "How are favorite teenage girls this morning?"

"Hungry," I tell him and plop down, very ungracefully, in a chair next to Aunt Primrose. I grab an empty plate and begin serving myself.

Elsa rolls her eyes. "You're so rude." She tells me as she sits next to me. She starts to pour herself some juice.

Zel sits across from us. "This looks great mom." She says looking at her mom. Uncle Thomas clears his throat. "And dad."

Aunt Primrose snorts, "Please, all you did was taste test." She tells him.

"I did a good job didn't I?" He defends.

I smile at their bickering. I love my family. I miss my mom and dad, but moving in with my aunt and uncle couldn't have made me happier. I give a sideways glance at my sister who is looking down at her hands in her lap. I wish I could say the same for Elsa.

_Flashback_

_I was twelve years old. Elsa had turned fourteen a week before that day. The two of us were at home with our nanny, Mrs. Robinson. She was an older women, and she treated us as her own grandchildren. Mom and dad would be home tomorrow, so Elsa and I decided to be on our best behavior. _

_We had gotten dress early in thick socks, jeans, and long sleeve shirts appropriate for the weather. My auburn hair with the white streak was in two braids. Elsa's blonde hair was pulled into a simple bun on top of her head with a clip pinning her bangs back even though I know how much she hates doing that. We had even made sure that our rooms were cleaned._

_The house phone rang. "That must be your aunt," Mrs. Robinson says, "Why don't you two go play outside and make sure to bundle up. It's very cold." She left the room to answer the phone. _

_Elsa and I walk to the door. Our coats and other winter gear is on the wooden hook to the left of the door. I tie my dark blue scarf around my neck and put my matching gloves on. I put on my magenta coat on and my fuzzy ear muffs. Elsa does the same with her light blue gloves, scarf, and ear muffs. Her coat is black. _

_"Ready?" she asks me._

_"I was born ready." I reply._

_We open the door and walk into the winter wonderland. Our large backyard is covered in layers of pure white snow. I take it all in and giggle. Elsa loves winter. Whenever we're outside when there is snow, she couldn't be happier. _

_I look at my sister and sing to her, "Do you wanna build a snowman?"_

_She laughs, reaches down, grabs a handful of snow, throws it at my torso. "Let's do it."_

_We begin rolling out the snow to make the bottom layer. Once done, we move on to roll out a smaller sphere for the torso. We are on the last sphere when the back door opens. "Girls, I need you to come in here." Her voice sounds strained. Something must be wrong._

_Elsa must know it too because she gives me a serious look before briskly walking towards the house. I quickly follow her. But before I get to the door, I look back at our unfinished snowman. We never did get to finish it._

_Once inside, we shake off our extra layers and boots and sit on the living room couch. The tips of our noses are red. And I'm shivering just a bit. Mrs. Robinson follows us into the room holding two mugs of hot chocolate. She passes one to each of us, and I hold it in my hands for its warmth. _

_"Girls, that was your parent's business partner, Mr. Wesleton," she pauses. "He said your parents, and the shipment, haven't showed up yet." _

_I am confused by this. Mom and dad should have been there and already on their way back home by now. I don't feel right. Something is wrong. Very, very wrong. I don't remember finding the words, but I hear myself saying, "What does this mean?"_

_"It means," the elderly women continues, "that the boat your parents were on has gone missing." _

_I feel Elsa tense up next to me. She puts her mug down on the coffee table, and continues to look at our nanny. I'm still not getting it. Why aren't there search parties? Who do we have to call? Why haven't my mom and dad calling anyone yet? They would have at least called to tell us what's going on. I stand from the couch. "We have to find them," I am pacing now. "We can have search parties and radios to reach the captain, and do you think we could get out there and look for them ourselves. Or maybe we could call or-"_

_"No deary. We can't try to find them." Mrs. Robinson interrupts. Her voice cracks again. Tears begin to pool in her eyes. She says the next part in a whisper. "They've already been found." Elsa's eyes widen. What is going on?_

_I stare at her confused. "Ok?" Why is she going to cry? They were found. They're safe. "So let's go get them or call them-"_

_"Anna," Elsa says angrily. "Don't you get it? Don't make her say it." A single tear rolls down her cheek as she stands. Elsa looks at me and waits for a response._

_"Get what? What don't you want her to say?" I say looking into my sisters icy blue eyes. She slowly closes her eyes, opens them, and I see the tears coming down freely. She spins on her heel, and storms into her room. The door slams and locks behind her. I look at Mrs. Robinson. My eyes are pleading with her to help me understand why my sister is so upset._

_"Anna," Mrs. Robinson begins. "Your parent's bodies were found, but they aren't coming back home. I'm so sorry." _

_Realization hits me like a brick wall. My parents are gone. Never to return. There is a huge lump in my throat, but no matter how hard I try to swallow it, it won't go down. It feels like the room is spinning. There is iron in my stomach, and I sit on the couch. I don't cry. I can't. Nothing seems real. Mrs. Robinson wraps her thin arms around me in a tight embrace, and I hug her back. I'm scared that if I let go, I'll unravel. She begins to stroke my hair in a very loving way, and I am reminded of my mother. That is when I let the sobs take over me. They make my entire body shake as tears streak my face. In that one hug, I am reminded of my parents and I let it all go. It feels good to cry, but it won't bring back my mother and father. _

* * *

><p><em>Elsa locked herself in her room for days. It was agreed that we would go live with my aunt and uncle in Corona. Me and Elsa would be leaving in two days. The funeral was today. A beautiful presentation that my parents would have loved, but Elsa locked herself in her room as soon as we got home. And that's where I am now:in front of Elsa's bedroom door. I rap my knuckles on the door and wait. There is no sound from the other side. <em>

_"Please, I know you're in there. People have been asking where you've been. They say have courage, and I'm trying to," I trail off. I put my ear against the door to see if she's going to say anything. She doesn't. "I'm right here for you. Just let me in. We only have each other, Elsa. It's just you and me." I stand with my back against the door. I start sliding down. "What are we gonna do?" Silence. I am now sitting on the floor with my back against the door. I sigh and feel my eyes water just a bit. "Do you wanna build a snowman?" I sing weakly. _

_I feel the door softly open, and there is Elsa sitting on the floor of her bedroom behind me. She scoots closer to me and wraps me in an embrace. I breathe in her scent as I wrap my arms around her. I missed this. Our small sisterly moments. I missed her. I missed my big sister. And in that moment I knew, she missed me too. We need each other. _

_"I missed you," I tell her._

_"Not as much as I missed you." she tells me._

* * *

><p>I smile at the memory. Yeah, it's sad, but that moment brought us closer as sisters. And I couldn't be happier. I look at Elsa and smile. She did open back up. She's not as reserved as she use to be. I really hope that this new school helps her break out of her shell again.<p>

"Alright girls," Aunt Primrose says. "Go get dressed, and then we'll get on the road to Walney High **(2)**."

Rapunzel squeals. "I'm so excited!"

I look at her and grab one of Elsa's hands. "Yeah, me too."

**So what do you think? Kind of depressing, I know. But this was more background. The real excitement is going to start in the next chapter. So leave some reviews *cough* it'll motivate me to update faster *cough* and follow the story. I have a feeling it's going to be kind of long...**

**(1) Savage Infants is a band I used in another fic. They're completely made up and so is that song.**

**(2) Walney High Wal**t Dis**ney? Eh, eh? No? Yes? Idk. It might change. But since it's kind of Frozen I'm going to focus on, it sorta makes sense. The mascot will either be the Mighty Mice or the Reindeer. Any ideas? Leave them in a review.**

**Alright that's all for now folks **


	2. Welcome to Walney High

**Wow! That's all I can say. You guys are freaking awesome! This story has been out for one day! _ONE DAY! _There have been 195 views, 13 follows, 8 reviews, and 4 favorites. I sound like a loser, but I don't care! This is the best response to a story I've EVER gotten! Thank you all so much :D**

**Anywhosen... let's continue with the story! Enjoy the latest chapter, you beautiful specimens. There will be responses to guest reviews at the end.**

* * *

><p>One three hour car ride later, we're at the front entrance of Walney High. All I have to say is, "Wow." And boy is wow right. The building is absolutely breathe taking. It looks like a castle with huge towers and the school logos (a light gray shield with a dark blue outline and three black circles making a head and two ears inside and the Wanley High written in blue along the top and bottom) on flags on top of all of them. The bricks were white and the finish work and top of the towers is dark blue brick <strong>(1)<strong>. The area is very well landscaped with bright green grass, rose bushes, and trees. There are pave-ways made into the ground. And everything just looks clean. There is a large sign above the main entrance that says "Wanley High Home of the Mighty Mice."

"So what do you guys think?" Aunt Primrose asks.

"I think..." Elsa starts.

"This is," Rapunzel continues.

"AWESOME!" I finish.

My aunt and uncle laugh at us. "Man, am I going to miss you guys." My uncle says sadly as he pulls into the visitors parking lot.

Zel looks at her dad through the rear view mirror from her spot in the middle with big eyes. "I'll miss you too, daddy." He breaks away from her gaze and focuses in the road again.

We finally park, and I open the backseat door right away. I jump into a near by patch of grass and roll around in it. "Ah, freedom from the car." I say relieved.

Rapunzel gets out through my side, and Elsa on her side. My aunt and uncle get out of the driver's and passenger's seat. The four of them look down at me like I'm crazy. I look back up at them but holy bright sun Batman! I pull my purple aviators down from the top of my head and bring them to rest on the bridge of my nose. I nod my head at them in the universal symbol for 'sup.'

Zel giggles and extends her hand to help me up. I take it and bring myself to my feet with her aid. Uncle Thomas opens the trunk and stars to unload our suitcases and boxes. There are baggage carts set up all over the place for moving in day, so Aunt Primrose starts looking around for one. Eventually she finds one and bring it towards us. We all start loading the luggage on the cart and move towards the main entrance. There are signs leading us toward registration, and we follow them excitedly but also anxiously.

* * *

><p>"Hi! My name is Cara, and I'll be helping you today!" says a very cheery voice belonging to the preppy blue eyed, blonde sitting behind a registration table. "Now, I need your full names and grade level!"<p>

Rapunzel goes first. She steps up to the table. Zel is wearing a pair of high wasted jean shorts and a loose fitting white button down shirt tucked in. The sleeves are rolled up to her elbows and there is a lilac belt around her waist. She has on her lilac Toms and matching vintage round sunglasses on top of her head keeping her dark brown pixie cut hair out of her face. "Rapunzel Primrose Kingly. 10th grade," she says. Cara hands her paperwork and a key attached to a lanyard. Zel steps away from the table so Elsa can take her turn.

Elsa stands in front of the preppy girl. She is wearing a pair of light gray skinny jeans that end at her mid calf. For a shirt, she had light blue over the shoulder shirt that ended at her elbows. The shirt showed off her collar bone. Her light blue flip flops completed her look. Elsa's hair was loose, and her natural waves took over. Her bangs were pushed back and stuck straight up. "Elsa Arendelle. 11th grade," my sister tells her. She is handed papers and a key as well. Elsa moves to go stand next to our cousin.

Ok. My turn. This is what I've been waiting for since my aunt and uncle told us about it last year. What if I get put in a different room? What if I don't have any classes with them? Maybe I should just turn back around and go back to Corona. Whoa! Feet what are you doing? Now I'm standing in front of the table. I look down at my feet and glare at them. Traitors! I look at Cara. Man, what was I thinking? I can't throw away an opportunity like this! A new adventure. Bring it on.

"Anna Arendelle. 10th grade," I tell her. She hands me my own set of paperwork and a key. I go to stand by Elsa and Rapunzel, who are waiting for me to read everything. I am wearing my favorite purple shorts with a black belt around my waist. I have a collared, olive green shirt with no sleeves tucked into the shorts. My footwear consists of olive green Keds. My auburn hair is pulled into a simple pony tail.

Rapunzel smiles at Elsa and me. "Alright ready?"

Elsa answers her, "Let's do it!"

We begin to look at the different papers. There's one with our class schedules, important dates, a calendar, a map of the school, our room numbers and roommates, and a welcome letter from our teachers and principals. I look at the rooming paper first. "Room 402. Roommate," I read ahead. "Rapunzel Kingly!" Zel squeals next to me and hugs me.

We are both laughing as she says excitedly, "We're gonna be roomies!"

I pull away and look at Elsa and say, "What about you, sis?"

She reads over her paper and says, "Room 502. Roommate Merida Bear."

We stare at her. I break the awkward silence first, "She has a cool last name. AND! You're right above Zel and me."

Elsa seems a little disappointed about it, but she shrugs it off and says, "Come on. We can drop off our stuff and look around." The five of us use the map to find our way to the dormitory section of the school. Our first stop is mine and Zel's room.

The room is pretty big. There are two twin size beds on opposite sides of the rooms with wooden frames. Each have those pull out draws at the bottom to replace a dresser. There are also wooden shelves on the wall on the right side of the room and a small desk under the shelves. The same types of shelves are on the left side of the room too. They are right above the side of the bed. There is a door with a mirror on the back of the door on the left side. A window with a small window seat is in between the two beds. Everything is very plain, which means that we're the first people to use it. Returning students are allowed to decorate their rooms. On each of our beds there is a box with the school colors and logo on it. There is a giant white bow on top.

"This is beautiful." Zel and I say at the same time. I hear my aunt and uncle laugh behind us. Uncle Thomas wheels in the luggage cart.

"Alright," he says. "Let's unload this and head to Elsa's room."

We all help unload boxes an suitcases and leave them in the middle of the room. Zel and I put the laniards around our necks and the rest of the papers in our pockets. Then, the five of us go into the elevator and up to the fifth floor. The hallways are all crowded with students moving in for the new year. We get to Elsa's door, she puts her key in and unlocks it.

When she open the door, we see that it is the exact same as our room. The only difference is that the left side of the room is decorated. You can tell someone lives there. So, who really cares about Elsa's side. Let's focus on Merida's. The walls are painted a light tan color with a seal painted above the headboard. The seal is brown and has a sword in the middle and three rings behind it all in one bigger ring **(2)**. There is gold trim along the walls. The bed is covered in a dark teal bed set. There is one big dark teal pillow and three gold ones in smaller sizes. There is one small dark teal rectangular pillow at the front of the others with gold cursive that spells out 'Merida'. There is a large stuffed black bear in the middle of the bed. On the shelves on her side of the room are picture frames. One frame held a picture of a large man with red hair and a very curly red beard and a small women with long dark brown hair smiling and holding each other very closely. In another there were three little boys with red curly hair. All three had pastries shoved in their mouths and powdered sugar all over their mouth and chin. Another showed a teenager with long wild and curly red hair next to a white horse in a forest. That must be Merida. The one ext to that had the six of them all together in front of a forest. The last picture was of the large man and a big black bear. The shelve below that had a bow and a bag full of arrows on it. The floor on her side is covered in a tan area rug.

"Seems like your roommate is very outdoorsy." Aunt Primrose says.

"Yeah," Elsa replies. "I guess so."

We did the same thing as in our room only we left all of Elsa's stuff on her side of the room. "How about we go get some lunch before we have to go?" Aunt Primrose asks.

"Sure," Zel answers. "I'm starved."

We exit Elsa dorm and make our way back outside to the visitor's parking lot and climb into the car. Uncle Thomas pulls out of the parking lot and we head to a nearby Panera**(3)** for lunch. **(A/N ehhh. Too lazy to write a lunch scene so let's go ahead and skip that)**

After lunch, we drove back to the campus and pulled up at the girl's dormitory entrance. The five of us get out of the car and stand in front of the building. My aunt pulls us each into a hug. My uncle does the same. "Oh, girls! I'm going to miss you so much." My aunt cries.

"Mom, please don't cry. If you cry, I'm going to cry, and we'll never get through this!**(4)**" Zel tells her.

"I'm just going to miss you all so much!" She sobs as she grabs onto Zel. "I wish we didn't have to go." She looks at Rapunzel's face and cups her check.

"It's totally fine. I understand, mom." Zel reassured her.

"You promise you'll be safe?" Aunt Primrose asks the three of us.

"Of course," Elsa says. "There's security patrolling all the time. And all of the cameras and every floor has a designated guard."

Zel get's that dreamy look in her eye. Oh, glob! She's going to tell them about Flynn. I look at her trying to tell her with my eyes that it's a bad idea. Don't do it you fool! Nooooooo! I guess I'm a little too obvious because uncle Thomas looks at me then his daughter and back At me again. He raises his eyebrows at me and his eyes widen. I can literally see the gears in his head turning. He starts shaking his head.

"Rapunzel," he warns.

My idiot cousin pays him no mind. "and Eugene is going to be coming here too!" She says practically bouncing.

"Eugene!?" my uncle says flabbergasted.

Zel is beaming, "I know! Isn't it great!?"

Eugene Fitzherbert. How do I begin to describe Eugene? Well my cousin absolutely loves him. And so do I. I mean not like Zel does, but he is an awesome guy to hang out with. And- oh jeez I sound like I like him. No no no! He's a good FRIEND! Whatever. You know what I mean! Anyways! He was this total bad boy. Leader of the Sabine Gang. He went by Flynn Rider. In order to tell this story, I have to talk a little about Rapunzel. When she was really young, she was kidnaped by this creepy chick. Mother Gothel. This crazy lady was super rich and took Zel to her back to her huge house. Something about wanting to feel young again but couldn't conceive. But anyways! A few years later, Flynn and his gang gets word that this older lady has a gold mine at her house, so their fearless leader decides to rob the place. Well while he's there he meets this girl a year younger then him. In a nutshell, Flynn didn't leave with a bag full of stolen goods; he left with my cousin. Flynn helped her find my uncle and aunt, and a brutal beating and a bullet to the leg later, Flynn got himself out of the gang business. And after getting his act together and begging and begging, the two finally went on a date. They've been dating ever since. Cute right? A lot cuter than my single status but it's all good because I totally ship them.

My uncle puts on a fake smile. "Yeah, it's great."

I look at everyone around me. "Well this is awkward."

My aunt looks at the three of us and then at my uncle. "We should get going, Thomas."

So after another round of hugs and goodbyes and tears, we are waving goodbye to the back of their car.

"Let's go look around!" I tell Elsa and Rapunzel.

* * *

><p>"I am so tired!" I say plopping down on my bed.<p>

"Me too," Rapunzel says falling on her bed.

"Me three," Elsa tells us sitting at the edge of my bed. "I'm thinking that tomorrow we can get some paint and revamp these boring rooms.

"Sounds good," Zel replies. "We can meet here at 9 tomorrow?"

"Agreed," I call from my face down position on my bed. I lift myself on my elbows and look back at Elsa. "Don't you have a roommate to meet?"

Elsa groans. "Yeah," she stands up and moves to open the door. "Later, sophomores. You better be up by 9." And with that she leaves. The door closes with a thud behind her.

"We should probably unpack." Zel tells me.

It's only 8 but we walked around so much. I'm really tired. "Do we have to?" I whine.

"Yep," Zel gets up from her bed. She crosses the room and shakes my shoulder. "Let's get this over with."

She opens one of the boxes in the middle of the floor. I groan but follow her lead. It's going to be a long night. "How do you think Elsa's doing with Merida?" Rapunzel shrugs in response.

* * *

><p><strong><span>Elsa's POV<span>**

The room's lights shine from underneath the door. She's home. I have to meet her now. Relax, Elsa. You got this. I put my key into the door, twist the key until the door is unlocked, and turn the knob. I open the door and look into the room.

Merida is slouched against the pillows on her bed. Her legs are crossed and one foot is in the air while the other is on the bed. Her fire red hair is in a wild, curly halo around her face. Her eyes are blue and there are freckles along her nose. She wears a dark teal wife beater with gold polka dots on it and a pair of faded blue skinny jeans. She has her phone pressed to her ear.

"Yoo're aw in Hiccup and Jack's room, reit?" She pauses and listens to the response. "Ye bastards better sae me some pizza." she laughs at the response. "Alrecht, I'l be thaur in fife. Just give me a sec tae meit mah roommate." Another pause. "Bye."

While she was talking, I had made my way to my bed and sat down facing her. Merida Sits up and turns to face me as well.

"Hey, ah am Merida. I guess waur roommates." She says.

"Hi, I'm Elsa." I tell her extending my hand.

She looks at me then the hand, and makes a face at me. Then she laughs and says, "Serioosly? We're gonna be livin' together and ye want te shake me hand?" she shrugs and takes my hand in a firm shake. "Aam on the wey out but ah had teel ye somethin' first."

"Alright, what's up?" I ask curious.

"Mah best friend used tae be in this room. So I may be a wee distant at first but it's only coz it hurts a tae see anyone else but 'er in here. Just give me some time tae warm up tae ye. Ok?" She tells me.

"Yeah, I understand."

Stands from her bed and grabs her keys from the windowsill. She starts to open the door but stops. She looks back up at me. "Dae ye want tae come? Mah friends and ah will probably jist hang out, eat pizza, an' watch a movie. An' since yoo're new an' aw..." She trails off and waits for an answer.

I look at Merida. Something is telling me that we're going to be good friends. I should take a chance. But I can't bring myself to say yes. "No, it's alright. I have to unpack, but the next time will be a definite yes." Merida frowns a little. I smile at her. "But if you want to bring me back a slice of pizza, I won't say no."

Merida smiles as she steps through the open door. "You got it." I then see her leave the room and lock the door behind her. I look at all of the boxes I have to unpack. It's going to be a long night. I pull my laptop bag from the pile and open my iTunes. Since I'm going to be alone for a while, might as well play some music and enjoy the time I have alone.

* * *

><p><strong>How did ya like it? if you cant understand what Merida was saying, let me know and I'll put in the translation.<strong>

**(1) you know like the trademark Disney castle.**

**(2) this was Merida's clan's seal. Just google it.**

**(3) it's this really good sandwich and soup shop by my house.**

**(4) anyone know where that's from? :) it's my favorite line from a Disney movie**

**(WHY DO ALL OF YOU KEEP **Guest **LE****FT AS **Guest**!?)**

Guest** (the first to review) Thank you so much! I have a lot of ideas, so I'm going to try to update super fast so I don't forget anything. **

Yo **(a guest) thank you! See I knew I wasn't alone in my opinions :) Thank you very much for that compliment. And I thought Hans was awesome until he betrayed my home-girl... That jerk.**

Koryanders **whoa! You followed me from my Teen Titans stories :) That means a lot. And YES! That is what it shall be forever known as! You heard it here first guys. Rise of the Brave Frozen Dragons. It's perfect.**

Guest **(the second to review with the name **Guest**) Right? **Koryanders **is pretty cool**

Guest **(the third one) Awwwwww! Thanks I know I'm beautiful. Just kidding. Thank you very much! As you can see, I will keep going.**

Yaw **(a guest) sorry to disappoint BUT don't worry. You will be seeing a very familiar reindeer mascot very, very soon! MWAHHAHAHAHAHA... sorry. I got evil for a second...**

Miki Fuboki **eh, eh? I went with it. You like?**

Guest **(the most recent one) I'm sorry that I didn't take the suggestion BUT I did update for you :)**

frozenfan1234** thank you so much :)**

**very long name... I hope this satisfies your Elsa thirst. But like I said earlier, don't expect a whole lot of this.**

whiterose69** AHHHHHHHHH! Do you see that!? a factor of my inspiration has reviewed my story! This is the awesome! I'm really happy despite the fact that we're snowed in... And no! YOURE GREAT!**

**Alrighty, awesome people. That's all I got, so, until next time, byyyyye! v.v**


	3. Getting Comfortable

**Can I just tell you that you guys make my day so much brighter? Every time I get a notification from a follower, favorite, or review I'm like "Oh glob! Someone likes what I have to say!" I've been on this site for a while, but this is my best reaction I've gotten. PS only one person got that quote right. It was from Monsters Inc. Mike says it to Sully.**

**I am trying to finish this update before school starts again. So I'm going on an all writing all the time sorta thing ANYWHO! Let's do this thing! What might happen in this chapter? Well I know cause I wrote it. But YOU don't! So find out silly!**

**Also, a few people said Merida's dialog was a little hard to understand. I'm sorry about that. from here on out I'll put in the translations too.**

**PS I decided to add Epic and maybe the Croods later. But MK will be in this chapter.**

* * *

><p><em>Mmmmmm chocolate. I'm sitting in a chocolate boat floating in a river of chocolate. Everything is made of the heavenly stuff. Elsa would love this if she were here. Guess I'll just have to eat enough for both of us. My ore is looking really tasty now. I lift it out of the water and bring it to my lips. I take a huge bite out of the ore and let the chocolate melt in my mouth. Yummy. The rushing chocolate around me begins to go faster. The Boat begins to move faster. I throw my hands up sand let out a joy filled cry. This is the greatest day of my life. <em>

_Oh crap! What's that spinning vortex of chocolatey death up a head. There is a giant whirlpool coming up fast. Curse my chocolate addiction! now the oar won't do its job right. Oh glob! This is the end! I'm going to die by chocolate! I can see the headlines now. "Death by Chocolate: a tragic death" or something like that._

_The boat is rocking. My entire body is shaking. A chocolate bird lands on the edge of my boat. It opens its beak to chirp. But instead it says, "Anna. Anna. Anna. Wake up."_

_The boat is braking with the intensity of the waves. "Fly chocolate bird! Save yourself!" I yell at the bird. I close my eyes. I can't face the end with open eyes._

_"Anna! ANNA! Get your lazy butt out of bed!"_

"Fly away chocolate bird! Fly away!" I yell opening my eyes. There isn't a chocolate world in front of me, but Rapunzel's big green eyes. "Rapunzel? How'd you get in my chocolate land?"

"You were dreaming!" She backs away a bit, and I sit up and stretch my arms up in the air. I let a loud yawn out. Zel looks at the alarm clock we set up on the floor last night. "Oh, and your sister is going to be here in ten minutes."

The blue quilt that was once wrapped around me falls to the floor as I run into the bathroom and close the door behind me. I can hear Zel laughing behind the closed-door. I roll my eyes and look around the bathroom. The small bathroom is painted a tan color. There is a tub with a shower head, a white marble sink, a withe toilet, a vanity mirror, a small window in the shower with that cool blurry glass, and a door leading into the small closet.

I throw the door open and look through the racks of clothes. I decide on a scoop neck white t-shirt with red outline around the collar and end of the sleeves. The middle of the shirt has "Mordecai and the Rigbys" in blue than fading to brown at Rigbys. Reaching into the sink drawer, I grab my toothbrush, brush, and deodorant. I brush my teeth while trying to tame the bead head beast. After pulling off exchanging my pajama shirt for my t-shirt, I put deodorant on under my shirt. I quickly pull my hair into a messy bun. Classy, I know. But I'm on a time limit.

I come out of the bathroom with my clean shirt and pajama pants on. My bare feet take me to the drawers under my bed, and I pull out a simple pair of blue skinny jeans. I swap the pajama pants for jeans, falling in the process, and pull on a pair of red Keds. Sitting on my bed, I look at the clock. 8:59. With one minute to spare. Take that universe!

Zel is wearing a pink tank top and a pair of purple skinny jeans with purple flats. She is now sweeping.

"How long have you been up?" I ask her.

"Like eightish," seeing my face she continues, "What!? This place was so dusty, and I had a few things left to unpack."

there is a knock on the door. I stand to answer it. After seeing Elsa and Flynn standing in the doorway, I turn to Zel to watch her reaction as Elsa says, "Look who I found wandering around on my way here."

Zel looks up from her sweeping and looks at the door. She lets out a very happy yelp and runs to hug her boyfriend of a year. Flynn pulls her into a hug and kisses her forehead. He's wearing a pair of khakis skinny jeans and a teal shirt. He has shaggy brown hair and a brown goatee. He looks down at Rapunzel, who is still clinging to him like he's going to disappear, and is surprised to see her change in hair. The last time he saw her hair was blonde and touching the floor.

"Blonde," he says. "I guess I can't call you that anymore."

Rapunzel pulls away and looks up at him. She self-consciously touches her short brown hair. "Do- Do toy like it?" She asks nervously.

He smiles a cocky smile. "Have I ever told you I have a thing for brunettes?"

She laughs and hits his chest playfully. "I missed you."

"I missed you more."

"Alright you two," I say. "Not that this isn't adorable, cause it is, but we should probably get going. You wanna come Flynn?"

He still hasn't looked away from Rapunzel, but he says, "Sure."

The four of us leave our room and make our way outside. "There's a nearby hardware store we can walk to from here. Sound good?" I nod my head in agreement and we start walking.

* * *

><p>We had walked around the hardware store for at least an hour. Flynn was pushing the cart that held our cans of paint, nails, screws, hammers, screwdrivers, brushes, lights, and other stuff Elsa said we'd need to get the rooms looking perfect.<p>

"Alright," Elsa says grabbing four boxes of strings of lights from a shelf. "I think that's everything." She looks into the back of the shopping cart. "We forgot the sponges! You guys wait here. I'll get the sponges." she started leaving the aisle.

This our chance! I grin evilly at Zel and Flynn. "Oh no, no, no, no, no!" Zel says, seeing my face. "Whatever your planning, count us out!"

"Now, now Blondie," Flynn says. "I wanna hear the idea behind that face." Zel crosses her arms in defeat.

"I say we play hide and seek, and Elsa's it." I declare proudly.

Flynn smiles devilishly. "I'm in."

We both look at Zel. "Fine. Let's do this."

I move the cart to the side were Elsa can easily find it. I pull out my iPhone and sent Elsa a quick text. _'Decide to play hide n seak. You're it sucka!' _I start to head towards the entrance of the store to find a place to hide. I start loving around while I continue to move backwards until I hit a wall of flesh and clumsily trip over my own feet. I brace myself for the impact of the floor, but it doesn't come.** (Do you know where this is going?)**

Instead, a firm pair of arms wraps around my waist and pulls me up. I look up into a pair of beautiful chocolate brown eyes. The owner of the eyes smiles down at me. He has sandy blonde hair, a pretty big nose, and freckles on bright red cheeks. Why is he blushing?

"You can let go of me now." he says.

"Let go?" I look down at my hand which is holding onto his arms. "Oh my gosh! I am so sorry!" I let go.

"It's fine." he tells me.

"Thank you so much for catching me."

He shrugged. "You really should watch where you're going."

I push a strand of hair behind my ear. "I really am sorry."

"It's ok."

"You who! Big summer blow out." The cashier says. Whoa! I ended up all the way at check out?

I see now that the guy I ran into was getting ready to pay for an ax, some rope, and a bag of M&Ms. I see now that he is wearing a blue plaid button up shirt open and rolled up to his elbows. He has a white t-shirt on underneath. And a pair of black jeans with a few rips. He is wearing a black pair of Nike. I see light blonde hair over his shoulder in the distance. Elsa! i can't let her find me first! I grab his arms and move him so that I am hidden behind his tall frame.

"What are you doing?" He asks confused.

"hiding from my sister." I reply. I sneak a peek at Elsa and see that she is turning into another aisle. Save for now. I let go of him. "I'm really sorry to unconvincing you," I pause. I don't know his name. "Uhhhh?"

"Kristoff." he says, extending his hand.

I shake it. "Anna." I move is that I am standing behind the register. "But I really have to hide before she finds me. Excuse me," I say to the large man behind the counter. "Can hide there?" I point at the space between his feet.

"Uh, sure?" He says.

"Thanks," I tell him with a smile and dive down to hide. My phone buzzes. It's Flynn.

_She got blondie. Where are you?_

I type in a quick response as the cashier rings up Kristoff's stuff._ Not telling :P_

_Jerk _is his reply.

The cashier tells Kristoff the total. "What!? That's ridiculous! That was on clearance!"

"Not according to the computer."

"You're nothing but a crook conning money from honest people!" The cashier doesn't like that very much.

"Security!" A very buff man comes and kicks Kristoff out of the store.

I think about it. I have to help him out. My stupid conscience is telling me to. "Sir," I say. "I'll buy those items." I hand him the money, and he passes me a bag with the items in it. I sneakily get up from my hiding spot and sprint for the exit to avoid getting caught.

I can see Kristoff about to get in a truck. "Kristoff! Wait!" He stops hearing my voice.

"Anna? What are you doing?" He asks confused.

"You forgot this." I tell him and toss him the bag.

After seeing what is inside, he looks at me, shocked. "You did this?" I nod. He reaches into his pocket.

"No, no, no!" I say putting my hand on his. "It's fine, really."

"Thank you," he says, smiling. "If there's anything I can do to help you, let me know."

"No its cool. You saved me from wiping out back there," I pause and think about the walk over here. I look at his five seat truck. "But a ride home would be nice."

He laughs. "Sure, climb on in."

"Ok just let me go get my stuff." I say heading back into the store.

"I'll be here," he calls after me.

My back pocket vibrates. _We quit. You win. Meet us at check out. -Elsa_

That's right! No one beats the hide and go seek champion! I see Elsa, Flynn, and Zel paying for our supplies. I start grabbing bags.

"Where the hell were you?" Flynn exclaims.

"Yeah we looked everywhere for you!" Zel adds.

"Never mind that. I got us a ride back to campus, so let's go!" I say taking the bags in hand to the door and towards Kristoff's truck. They follow reluctantly.

"What do you mean a ride?" Elsa says.

I throw my bags into the back of the truck. Kristoff is leaning against the side. He helps us load them all in. "Kristoff, Elsa, Zel, and Flynn. Elsa, Zel, and Flynn, Kristoff."

Elsa looks at him then back at me. "Anna, what happened to never take a ride from a stranger."

I look at my sister then Kristoff and smile. "He caught me before I fell; I trust him." I move to the other side of the car and get into the front seat.

Flynn shrugs. "Works for me. Thanks for the ride, Kristoff." he climbs into the backseat. "You coming, blondie?"

Rapunzel smiles at him and scoot in next to him. "Come on Elsa. It'll be alright."

Elsa groans and glares at me, but climbs in. "If we end up getting killed, I get to say I told you so."

Kristoff chuckles and gets into the driver's side. "Where to?" He asks me as he pulls out of the parking lot.

"Walney High." I answer.

"Mighty Mice?"

"Yep. Hear the name and tremble."

He snorts. "I think my school is playing you guys next week." He stops at a red light. "I bet we could take you." he grins.

"Pfft! Fat chance! You're going down!"

The car moves forward at a green light. "I guess we'll have to wait and see. Won't we."

I cross my arms. "Yes we will." I pause. "What's your mascot anyways?"

We're at school already? How did that happen? "The reindeer." I just can't help it. I start laughing. "Oh, whatever! It's better than a mouse."

"Sure it is."

"Which way am I turning? Left or right?"

"Left." I answer. The backseat is really quiet. That's weird...

Kristoff pulls up to the entrance of the girl's dormitory. "Do you need any help taking up those bags?"

"No we got it." Elsa answers as she opens the door. "Thank you, Christopher."

"Kristoff." we say it the same time. Kristoff blushes. Wonder why?

"I'm sorry," Elsa apologizes.

I open my door and Flynn does the same. He and Zel get out of the car and help Elsa with bags. "Thanks again Kristoff." I tell him smiling.

"No prob, Anna." He says grinning right back at me. "Maybe I'll see you at that football game."

"Yeah," I say getting out of the car. "Maybe you will." I close the door and grab two cans of paint. Kristoff waves as he drive away, and I watch him go.

Someone clears their throat behind me. Zel. "I think Anna likes him," she says to Flynn as they enter the building.

I chase after her. "I do not!"

"Do too!"

"Do not!"

"Do too!"

"Do not!"

"Do not!"

"Do too!"

"Ha! I got you!" She shouts victoriously as we get into the elevator.

"Oh shut up! I don't like him! I just met the guy!" I defend.

Rapunzel shrugs. "Whatever, because he sure does like you." she says as we get off a the fourth floor.

And for the strangest reason. I feel my checks heating up.

* * *

><p>"That was too much work!" I say as I fall on the new carpet in Elsa's room. Everything in here looks beautiful.<p>

We had painted Elsa's half of the room a light gray with a few white snowflakes, curates of Zel, here and there. She has her white bed sheets on the bed with blue and gray pillows. Her stuffed snowman is also on the bed by the headboard. We attached strings of white lights right above her headboard to look like snow falling. There is a royal blue area rug placed by her bed. There is also a white trunk and the foot of her bed with about five white candles on it and a pack of matches. Elsa is absolutely in love with her winder wonderland bedroom.

"The pizza should be here in a few minutes." Flynn says from his seat on the new black desk chair.

"Good cause I'm starving." Rapunzel says. She is sprawled out on Elsa's bed. "Elsa, when's your roommate getting back?"

Elsa shrugs. She is sitting down next to me. "She's probably hanging out with her friends." We hear the doorknob twist. "Or she just got here."

Merida, I assume, walks in with some girl with red hair, a purple sweater, and black sweatpants. The two awkwardly stare at the four of us. I lift my hand in an awkward wave.

Merida speaks up first, "Hey Elsa, Ur ar these people?" **(who are these people)**

"Oh right," Elsa says. "This is my sister Anna, cousin Rapunzel, and her boyfriend, Flynn."

"Nice ta miet ya," **(Nice to meet you) **Merida says. She gestures at the girl next to her. "Thes is ma friend, MK."** (This is my friend MK)** MK waves. "Ah dornt pure techt tae be rod but mah friends ur gonna be comin' ower, sae hoo lang dae ye hink yoo're gonna be haur?" **(I don't to mean to be rude, but my friends are gonna be coming over, so how long do you think you're gonna be here?)**

"We're waiting for our pizza to get here and then we'll be leaving." She tells her. There is a knock at the door. "That should be the guy now."

Elsa gets up and answers the door. It is the pizza guy. Thank glob because the awkward tension in the room is killing me. Elsa grabs the pizza and nods her head at us. "Let's roll, nerds." She tells us as she waits in the hallway. "Bye Merida. It was nice to meet you MK."

We follow Elsa to the elevator. We get down to our room and open the door. I like Elsa's room and it works for her, but I am in love with my room!

Rapunzel and I decided on a beautiful light purple paint for the walls, except for one light blue accent wall all the way on the right. This is the wall right next to my bed. Rapunzel painted a mural right above her headboard. It is the same painting of the sun she has back at home on her bedroom door. The sun is painted a shimmery gold paint. There are royal purple curtains pinned on the walls open to show the piece of art. The sheet covering the mattress is a lavender color. The comforter is a royal purple. There are pillows in different shades of purple at the head-board. She has a royal purple fuzzy rug to the side of her bed. We also hung yellow, sphere paper lanterns from the ceiling. Rapunzel has already begun painting some of the sketches in her sketchbook onto the wall. There is one of Pascal, one of flowers, a beautiful castle, and a large tower. Right to the left of Zel's bed, there is a dark gray heart with white letters saying, "11-24-10 Best Day Ever!" referring to the day Rapunzel and Flynn first met** (1)**. Zel doesn't want to use all the paint yet. She wants the wall space and her paint to last as long as possible. All of her paints and brushes are in the brown trunk at the foot of her bed. She is also storing her computer and her other belongings. Zel, Elsa, and I got the same type of trunk in different colors.

Now, onto my side of the room. *cough* The best part! *cough* The window of our room has white, silk curtains. My bed is covered in light pink sheets to cover the mattress, a light blue comforter, and green, blue, and pink pillows. The blue wall is covered in different colored frames with some of my favorite quotes in it. A black square frame has a blue piece of paper that says, "Love is an open door" in cursive black letters. A hot pink circular swirly frame has a yellow piece of paper that says, "If plan A doesn't work, there are 25 other letters; stay calm!" There are a whole bunch of others like that, and I'm pretty sure that the lazy author will mention it later. **(How does she know? O.o) **Zel is perfectly fine with me taking dictatorship of the desk. There is now a light purple desk chair in front of the desk. I've placed my bright green lamp, laptop, and picture frame of the photo strip from the time the three of us went to an amusement park. Zel painted swirls all over the white desk. But I'm pretty sure that the white surface will be covered in paint. There is also a tin cup filled with different colored pens and sharpies. We painted the shelves on the walls with teal paint. There are pictures all along the shelves mainly of Elsa, Zel, and I. There are also a few of my the full family, Pascal, and one of Rapunzel and Flynn. Oh! I forgot my absolute favorite part! The lights! We took strings of white lights and used cupcake wrappers to make it look like flowers with the light in he middle. These are hung all around the tops of the walls barely touching the ceiling. I also put a green rug on the floor by my bed. My light blue trunk with flowers painted on it to match the lights, thanks Zel, is at the foot of my bed. See, while Elsa is the ice queen, I'm definitely a spring time girl. And my side of the room just screams Anna!

We enter the room and Zel shuts the door behind us. "Ah, dorm sweet dorm," she says, sitting on her bed. Flynn chuckles and lies down so his head rests on her thigh.

Elsa sits on the floor cross-legged and puts the pizza in front of her. "You guys hungry?"

I plop down next to her. "Yes!" I exclaim throwing open the box and grabbing a slice of the pepperoni pizza.

Rapunzel and Flynn join us on the floor as we continue eating the entire large pizza. "Why can't it be Saturday again?" Flynn complains.

I groan. It's true. Today's Sunday, which means tomorrow we actually start classes. Seems weird that classes are starting so early, but, hey, I don't make the rules; I'm just forced to follow them. "You ready for tomorrow?" I ask.

"Hell no!" Flynn says. "If I could hang out with you guys again, I would."

"Dito," Rapunzel says. She is drifting off as she leans on Flynn's shoulder.

"Well at least the first week is just to get used to it." Elsa chimes in. "The real classes don't start until next week."

"Yeah," I say. I check the clock which now resides on the desk. 9:00 What?! For real? "I think I'm gonna call it a night," I say standing up. "You're welcome to stay but be warned: I snore." I open the under-the-bed drawers enough to pull out a pair of pajama pants and a t-shirt. I take these clothes in my arms and change in the bathroom. When I come back out, Flynn and Zel are taking their time saying goodbye. "Get a room!" I yell at them only half-joking around. I turn to Elsa who is sitting on my bed. I know she's hiding from her roommate and her friends. "You gotta meet them eventually." I tell her.

She groans. "Maybe later." Elsa tells me laying back on my pillows.

"Come on," I say slapping her thigh. "I'll walk you back to your room." I slip on my fuzzy black slippers.

Elsa looks at my black pajama pants with white polka dots and my faded long-sleeved gray summer camp shirt. "But you're dressed like that."

I shrug. "So?" I grab my keys and pass Zel and Flynn, waiting for Elsa. She reluctantly follows me all the way up to her room.

"Good luck," I tell her when we get there. She gives a small wave as I go back down to my room.

* * *

><p><strong>I decided to make this longer because I made you wait more than a week for this. You're welcome, world. <strong>

**(1) This was the day Tangled released :) I do my research **

Midnight1339 **You should definitely see Tangled! It's a great movie! Toy Story 3 was incorrect. I'm so sorry.**

Miki Fubuki **Why taking kind reviewer :3 (see what I did there)**

Jelsa Lover** Awwwwww! Thank you so much! That means a lot to me. :)**

Anon** I feel really bad for saying no... Buuuuuuuut no.**

Candyandfanfics** I'm going to try to update more often (like every other day) but my finals are coming up, so it may be a little delayed.**

Yaw** I know it's kinda weird, but I'm gonna put in a translation Henceforth.**

Indian Carey** that's my goal. and to that mean girl idea, SHHHHHHH! You can't go around ruining plot points ;)**

Halfblood-At-Heart** I'm gonna put translations in henceforth but thank you very much :)**

Emily** You are too nice! Thank you for that! I'm trying to incorporate as much as I can to make it as real like as possible. **

Inepa** HEY! You already got a response XP but... Did you like how Kristoff and Anna met?**

Bluefire407** thank you for your compromise but I will make it easier to understand**

Wisegirl2911** THANK YOU SO MUCH! I swear that review made me want to cry :,)**

Guest** No! you're great!**

MiGoreng** you already got a response silly :)**

Midnight1336** welcome back :)**

**I thought I'd just give you guys a few heads up: 1) it's my final week, so I'll either be updating a lot or not at all. 2) you may see a certain white-haired guardian in the next chapter ;) 3) I have debated about this with myself for a while but have decided that a red-headed Disney character will be Flynn's roommate. 4) The next chapter will bring he meeting of Hiccup and Elsa.**

**I hope y'all liked this chapter. Like how Kristoff and Anna meet? Now serious question time: do you think Hans should be in this fic? Yay or nay? I have ideas him if he's in the story with Anna and Kristoff, but I also I have plans if he's not for Anna and Kristoff. Let me know what you think in a review :) **


	4. Breakfast, Bullies, and Hiccup

**Hey everybody! I'm sorry for the delay in the chapter update, but I had my finals (which went awesome :)... I think), douche bag teachers that wanted to still assign homework, and my cousins came from Arizona to stay with us for the week. But I am here now, procrastinating writing an AP essay to give you this wonderful update where we will finally see Hiccup and *drum roll please* a few other familiar faces :0**

**Who, you may ask? You'll see, silly fans. XD**

* * *

><p><em>Beep! Beep! Beep! <em>

Shut up! Quiet! Trying to sleep you, butt-faces! Ah, sweet, sweet dreamland. Drifting further and further... And... there it is...

_BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! _

Oh come on! I crack open my eyes just enough to see what is the source of the sound. But my delicate eyes are being ambushed by the blinding sunlight! Curses! I groan and roll over. I cover my head with my pillow.

"Wake up sunshine," Zel calls from somewhere in the darkness.

I slowly sit up and rub my eyes. A huge yawn slips past my lips as I scratch my head. Today will officially be the first day of my sophomore year at Walney High. Aka Monday. Glob how I loath Mondays. I climb out of bed and shuffle into the bathroom. After brushing my teeth, washing my face, and using the porcelain throne, I exit the bathroom and look at the clock on the dresser. There's still an hour before we have to be in first period.

Zel is sitting on her bed while tying up the lace of her dark purple high top Converse. Shes wearing a pair of dark blue skinny jeans and a dark purple scoop neck t-shirt. She is wearing a silver chain with a sliver flower at the end. Zel smiles up at me. "Get dressed. We're meeting Flynn and Elsa in cafeteria for breakfast."

"Mm breakfast," I say, dreamily.

Opening the drawer under my bed I pull out a pair of black skinny jeans and a change of underwear. I go back into the bathroom and run the water for a quick shower. I start stripping down to climb into the shower, but not before blasting some music from the small waterproof radio on the window still. I take a quick shower, dry myself and get dressed.

My outfit of the day includes my dark blue skinny jeans, a light green loose, sleeveless shirt with an owl on the front, and a pair of black strapped sandals. I quickly untangle my hair, apply a layer of mascara and eye liner, and emerge from the foggy bathroom.

Zel gives me an odd look. The kind you usually reserve for people that shock you so much you become disgusted. "What?" I ask, self conscious.

"What are you planning on doing with your hair?" The look is still there.

That look is annoying me, but I don't really know why. "A side braid or messy bun. I don't know something fast. Why the face?"

She ignores my question when she asks, "Can I do your hair?"

"What?" Is all I can say before Zel drags me into the bathroom and slams the door.

She works surprisingly quickly blow drying my hair. My cousin refuses to let me see what she is doing to my poor, unsuspecting hair.

When she is finished, she turns me around to face the vanity mirror. "Wow."

Zel smiles at her work. "I can't believe you were going to try to go to your first day of a new school with your hair in up!" She rants. "This is your first impression on the people we'll be with for the next few years! What if you saw a cute guy, huh!? What would you have done then?"

Zel continues as I stare at my reflection. My hair hasn't been down for a very long time. It's gotten a lot longer; it reaches just pass my armpits. My auburn hair has been flattened and is split in half so that half is on my left shoulder and half is on my right shoulder. My bangs move across my forehead. There is a white stripe going down my hair on the right side. "Rapunzel, this is... just... Wow."

She laughs. "Alright, quit being so vein and let's get some grub."

We make our way out of our room but not before grabbing our backpacks, schedules, wallet, phone, and keys. Zel's backpack is, ready for this, solid white with custom made paint patterns in different colors are all over it, shocker, right? Mine, in the other hand is light blue with a floral print. The halls are filled with students getting ready for their first day of class. When we finally get to the large cafeteria, it's crowded with people rushing about.

We scan the cafeteria for Flynn and Elsa. I look at Rapunzel. I'm about to tell her that our search is hopeless when we hear a familiar voice say, "Rapunzel, Anna, over here!"

I pivot on my foot and see Flynn, Elsa, and an unfamiliar redhead sitting at a table by the windows and to the left of us. Zel smiles at her boyfriend and starts happily walking towards the table. She kisses Flynn on the check as she sits down next to him. "Hey," she tells him.

"Hey, beautiful," he says smiling and taking a bite of his pancakes.

I steal the seat next to Elsa. "Elsa, Flynn," I acknowledge them. I look at the red head who is watching me. "Stranger," I say extending my hand. "I'm Anna."

He shakes my hand and smiles a really boyish smile. "Peter," he says. "I'm Flynn's roommate.

"Yeah, I hope you don't mind that I invited him to eat with us. His friends aren't getting here till tomorrow," Flynn mutters. "Plus, their freshman," Flynn adds with a smirk.

"Whatever," Peter defends. "Their awesome, and you'll love them" He sticks his tongue out at Flynn before he eats a spoonful of cereal. I smile at the scene. I've decided that I approve of Peter hanging out with us anytime. He's childish. I like it.

I feel Elsa staring at me. "It's not polite to stare, big sis," I tease.

"I just haven't seen your hair down in a while. It looks really nice." She compliments.

"Thanks," I say, smiling. "I'm going to get some food." I stand from my seat and push in the chair. "Coming, Zel?"

"Yeah," she says as she stands up, "Let's get some food."

Zel and I start looking around at our different options. There is an omelette bar, pancakes, bacon, eggs, a cereal bar, fruit salads, toast, oatmeal, and a whole bunch of other breakfast stuff. I smile and smell the air. Oh, glob! Thus my nostrils deceive me? "I smell chocolate." I let my nose carry me t the source of the smell. Chocolate chip pancakes. Jackpot.

I grab a plate and serve myself two pancakes. Zel follows me with her empty plate. "Let's go to the omelette bar. I want some eggs." Both of us go to the back of the line for the omelets. Zel waits patiently and gets herself some food.

After a little while of walking around and grabbing food, we sit back down at the table. I end up with two chocolate pancakes, bacon, a cup of orange juice, and a small bowl of Lucky Charms. Rapunzel has in front of her a custom made omelette, sausage, and a small mug of coffee. I begin devouring my food. Oh my lanta! If this what the cafeteria has to offer all the time, I a going to need to get a gym membership if ya know what I mean.

Elsa watches me with a disgusted look. "The food isn't going anywhere, Anna. You can slow down." Elsa occupies herself by daintily eating a bowl of oatmeal. I stick my tongue out at her.

I'm about to make a super witty comeback when there is a large crash behind us. I swiftly turn around to see a guy on the floor wearing half of his breakfast. A guy wearing all black is standing over him with a smug look on his face. "Watch where you're going, freak." He says to the guy on the floor. Some people around them laugh and it makes my blood boil. I stand from my seat. The guy in black steps over the one on the floor and starts to walk away.

I turn to face the scene. "Hey!" I call after him. He turns to look at me.

Elsa looks at me with her eyes wide and full of fear. "Anna," she warns. "Stop."

I ignore her and start walking towards the guy. I can feel most of my peers' eyes on us as we stare each other down. Once I reach the teen on the floor, I extend my hand to him and help him up. "It's not nice to trip people."

The guy in black sneers at me. "Oh yeah? And what is someone like you going to do about it?" He says as he steps closer to me. Most of the conversation in the lunchroom halts.

"Not sit back and let it happen," I retort. He continues to step closer. He's a lot taller then me, and I have to look up at him. But that doesn't stop me from giving him my best glare.

He chuckles. It's an ugly kind. The intimidating ones that send creepy shivers down your spine. "You must be new here. Do you know who I am?"

I laugh at him. Is this guy for real? "I think," I say as I circle him. He follows me with his eyes. "You're someone that feeds off the pain and fear of others to fuel their own pathetic life." I'm right back next to the guy that was on the floor. "And from what I can tell, I'd say I'm not wrong."

He looks at me. He has that smug look again, but in his eyes, there is a hint of pleasure? He chuckles and lowers his voice a little. "Finally," he says. "Someone who knows how to fight back." He steps forward, and I step back, tripping in the process and almost falling. Curse my clumsiness! He sneers. "But not very well." He turns on his heel and starts walking away again.

How dare he try to walk away without apologizing! I try to go after him, but I;m stopped by a hand on my shoulder. It belongs to the guy standing next to me. He shakes his head. I start walking back to my table and gesture for him to follow. He does.

When I get back there, Elsa stars yelling. "What the hell were you thinking?"

"Elsa please! My dear friend," I look at him waiting for a response.

"Olaf."

"Olaf, has just been through a very traumatic experience and is wearing most of his breakfast. Let's save this poor man's shirt before worrying about my stupidity." I say dramatically as I grab napkins and hand them to Olaf.

"Can I just say thank you so much for that?" Olaf says to me. "No one has ever stood up for me like that. Or stood up to Pitch."

I shrug. "He shouldn't treat you like that. It's no biggie."

Olaf smiles at everyone at the table. "Hi, I'm Olaf and you are?"

I slap my forehead. "Duh! Olaf, I'm Anna, that's my sister, Elsa, my cousin, Rapunzel, Flynn, her boyfriend, and Peter. Welcome to the family." I say.

"Mind if I sit?" He asks.

"Go ahead, bro," Flynn answers. "You deserve it."

Olaf sits in the empty chair next to me. He tries clean off his shirt. He is wearing a white t-shirt now stained with breakfast, blue jeans, black converse, and silver dog tags around his neck. He has black hair sticking up in different places and green eyes. He, from what I notice, is always smiling. His smile shows off slightly bucked teeth.

"Now," Elsa says to me. "What the hell was that?"

"Pure awesomeness!" Peter says. "Only one other person stands up to Pitch. You just shocked everyone in this room, Anna." He's practically bouncing with excitement.

"Seriously Anna," Zel says. "Trying to get into a fight already?" She is joking, of course.

Flynn chuckles. "I'm so proud of you!" He pretends to wipe a tear from the corner of his eye.

I roll my eyes at him. "You guys are weird," Olaf says. i give him a sort of hurt look. He rushes to continue. "But I like weird." He pauses And says bashfully, "Do you guys mind if I sit with you again tomorrow? I kind of don't have a lot of friends. Everyone here thinks I'm weird."

"Olaf," I begin to answer for the whole table, "you can sit with us whenever you'd like. Consider us your first real friends." Peter, Flynn, Zel, and Elsa nod their heads in approval.

Olaf smiles hugely at us all, showing off his bigger front teeth. "Wow," he places his hands over his heart. "This has never happened to me before. Pinch me! It has to be a dream!" He starts pinching himself.

Peter laughs. Even his laugh sounds sounds childish. "You're not dreaming buddy. You can hang with us anytime. Weirdos stick together." He extend his fist for Olaf to bump fists.

Olaf smiles really big. "This is awesome!"

Just then, a tallish thin and semi scrawny guys walks up to the table. He waves sheepishly at Elsa and awkwardly looks around the table at the rest of us.

**Elsa's POV**

"Hey Hiccup," I happily say. "Guys this is Hiccup, one of Merida's friends. Hiccup, this is my sister, Anna, my cousin, Rapunzel, her boyfriend, Flynn, his roommate, Peter, and Olaf."

"Hiccup? How'd you get a nickname like that?" Olaf asks him.

I chuckle. I can't help it! I asked something similar last night when I first met him. Hiccup gets a serious look on his face. "Well, my parents decided to play a cruel, cruel joke on me when I was born and name me Hiccup." I look at everyone's reactions. All the same: shocked. "That and where I come from really bad names bring really good luck, apparently."

Flynn smirks. "And how's that luck thing working out for you?"

Hiccup's expression looks bored. "Terrible."

Flynn laughs at his response, and Rapunzel slaps his arm and gives him a look. I roll my eyes at them and look back at Hiccup. "So what brings you to our table, Hiccup?"

"Merida told me you have history with Mr. Calvin first period." He points to his chest. "I also have this class, and since you're new here and everything, and I know this school pretty well, I thought I'd escort you to class." he makes a triangle with his left arm. The chivalry type thing where the girl puts her arm through the gap.

Anna looks at me with a knowing smirk and a raised eyebrow as I stand up from my seat, tray in hand. "Sure, Hiccup," I say grabbing my blue back pack in the other hand and swinging it over my shoulder. "Just let me toss out my tray, and we can go."

"That's cool," Anna says. Here it comes. "Just let your little sister get lost in this big freaking school."

"What class do you have again?" I ask.

She glances at her schedule. "Chemistry with Ms. Morgan."

"I have that too!" Olaf says smiling.

"Then it's settled. You can go with Olaf." I tell her as I link my free arm with Hiccup's. "I'll see you guys later." They say their goodbyes, and Hiccup and I walk away from the table.

We walk in mostly silence until Hiccup speaks up. He clears his throat and says, "Jack, Merida, and me are going to get some pizza at some place off campus. You should come along with."

I'm hesitant. I know he's trying to be friendly, but I also know that Merida told me that it'll be a little while before she opens up to a new roommate. Going for pizza with them might make her feel like I'm trying to replace the fourth member of their group of friends. I can't do that to her. "I don't know, Hiccup."

"Come on. It's a campus tradition to have pizza from this place during your first week of a new semester," noticing I'm not caving, he continues. "And you'll get to meet Jack for the first time."

I smirk. "Ah yes, the mysterious Jack Frost who happens to be busy every time I'm around. That'll definitely be a first." Hiccup laughs at this. "I just want to give Merida some time to get use to me. I know her and her roommate were pretty close."

"Mulan? Yeah. Merida and her were best friends before Mulan joined the army. Merida was pretty crushed about is, but you don't have to worry about her getting mad." We've stopped in front if a classroom. He walks through the doorway with me in toll.

"And why's that?"

"She was the one who told me to invite you."

"Really?" There is an image of a seating chart project in the front of the classroom. I start looking for my name and head towards the seat. All of the seats are in single file with 10 seats in each row. I see that Hiccup sits directly in front of me.

There some other students in the classroom, but Hiccup pays them no mind. He turns around to finish the conversation. "So what do you say?"

I pause and think about it. "Fine. You win."

Hiccup fist pumps. "Sweet! We're all going to meet in your room at 5:30."

I smile. "Can't wait." And I really do mean it.

* * *
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	5. First Day Detention

**Why hello there my ever loyal fans :) it makes me really happy to say that btw. I am back with a new chapter. In this latest installment you will ****_FINALLY _****get to see your favorite guardian of fun. That's right ladies and gentlemen! Jack Frost, _THE _Jack Frost, is in this chapter! Yay! So why are you still reading this? Get down there and read about Jack Frost! **

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

"I can't believe she freaking ditched me like that! She left me with just a 'see you later'! I don't know her schedule! How are we suppose to meet later?" Olaf and I are walking to first period. I've been complaining since we left the cafeteria. It's petty and stupid but, hey, so is high school.

"Just because she's a junior doesn't mean her last bell doesn't go off at the same time as yours. You'll see her after school."

I groan, "I know you're right. It's stupid that I'm getting mad. I'm over it. Water under the bridge." I saying a high-pitched voice.

Olaf laughs. "Here we are." We stand in front of a chemistry lab doorway. There is a middle-aged women standing by the doorway with a short brown bob. She is in grey dress pants and a white shirt. There is a bright red scarf around her neck and matching studs on her ears.

She smiles warmly as Olaf and I approach the door. "Olaf!" She greets happily. "How was your summer?"

"Epic!" Olaf replies enthusiastically. "Me and the rents went to the Bahamas. Best. Summer. EVER!" she laughs at his explanation. "How was yours, Ms. Morgan?"

"Awesome!" Teachers are allowed to sat awesome? "I made a slide show for everyone to see before the boring serious stuff happens." This lady is really a teacher? For real? But she's cool! This is unheard of! She acknowledges my existence. "Oh hey there! New student?"

I open my mouth to respond, but Olaf beats me to it. "Yeah, this is Anna."

Ms. Morgan keeps looking at me. "Are you mute, deer?"

Olaf answers again. I glare it him. "Nope. She can speak just fine."

The teacher smiles. "So why don't we let her speak for herself?"

"Oh... Right."

She puts her hand up for a high-five. "I'm Ms. Morgan, your chemistry teacher, and you are?"

I high-five her. "I'm Anna, your chemistry student."

She laughs and looks at Olaf. "I like this one. How'd you two meet?"

"Anna saved me from Pitch." he gestures at his shirt.

Ms. Morgan groans. "Between you and I, I can't stand that boy." she rolls her eyes and notices other students walking towards us. "Why don't you two go inside? I'll be there in a little while to assign lab partners. Sound good?"

Both of us nod and enter the classroom. There are a few students in there already, talking among themselves, all of them except one. All the way in the back of the room, there is a teen with a blue hoodie, brown skinny jeans, and brown converse. He has headphones in his ears blasting music and his hood up.

It wasn't the fact that he was alone that made me notice him. It was that a) he was listening to the new Savage Infant album, that I just so happen to like, b) his striking pale blue eyes, and c) the most obvious one, he had radiant white hair. Like not just really blonde hair, no. Like straight up white like the pure snow or bleached teeth. It's whiter than Elsa's hair, and that's saying something.

"Whoa," I say as I stare at him. That's right. _Stare_.

He looks up and notices my stare. The guy rolls his eyes at me and turns away. I mean yeah I was staring but that was just plain rude. I look at Olaf as he sits at an open seat by the door. I nod my head toward him, "What's his deal?"

"Oh that's Jackson Frost. He goes by Jack though. Why?"

"What's his story?"

"He used to be this really shy bookworm, but there was this big accident in his family, and he changed. like a lot. Why?""

"What happened?"

"No one knows the full story. All I know is he got called out of class one day on a family emergency and disappeared for a month. When he came back, he died his hair white and got blues contacts to replace these ugly glasses he used to wear and had this whole new attitude. He went from a nerd to the school's bad boy, prankster. Lots of girls are interested, but he stays isolated most of the time unless he's with his small group of friends. Why?"

"What did he look like before?"

"He was super scrawny with brown hair and big chocolate eyes. He had these super thick glasses and a bad case of acne. He was pretty invisible to the rest of the student body, and always had his nose stuck in a book. He had straight A's and wanted to be a children's nurse. Lived in some far suburb called Burgees with his mom, sister, and brother. Now he lives with a foster family. Why?"

"How do you know all of this, Olaf?"

"Because I told him." Jack Frost says coming out if nowhere. For real! Where the butterscotch did he just come from? He looks at me intensely. It is even more intimidating now that his hood is pulled down.

"Ohhhhh, hey Jackson." I say nervously scratching the back of my neck. "How's it going?"

Olaf face palms next to me. "Jack meet Anna. Anna, this is Jack, one of my roommates. Sorry about that, Frost. Didn't mean to spill your beans. What's up?"

"It's cool, Olaf. I just wanted to meet the person who was staring at me. You know, make sure she's not an assassin or anything."

I laugh at that. "I'm sorry. It's just your hair... It's different... It remind me of my stripe," I say running my fingers through my hair. "and of my sister's hair."

He looks closely at my hair. "Nice. You dye it yourself."

"No actually. I was born with it. Some people get birthmarks shaped like smudges or hearts; I got a white streak in my hair. Sounds fair, huh?"

Olaf and Jack laugh at this just as the first bell rings and Ms. Morgan walks into the room. "Alright everyone, let's find a seat and get this thing started." Jack sits in the seat next to me. "So, I'll pass out your important stuff and get to the really fun stuff, but then I have to assign seats.

Ms. Morgan starts moving around the room, pointing at seats and calling out pairs of names as she goes. She finally gets to my name, "Anna Arendelle and," please say Olaf! Please say Olaf! "Jackson Frost."

That's not so bad. I can see that our seats are in the back of the room. Jack and I stare a smile at this as we gather our stuff and move to our new seats. Ms. Morgan continues to call out names and points to seats. Olaf's seat didn't change from where he was sitting. He waves at me really obviously, and Ms. Morgan rolls her eyes at him.

"Take the next few minutes to get to know the person sitting next to you." She says before getting the textbooks ready to be passed out.

I turn towards Jack to start up a conversation. "You and Olaf are roommates, huh?"

"Yeah, well actually Olaf, Hiccup, and me are roommates."

"I thought it was against the rules for three people to share a room."

"It was, but my old roommate and I didn't really get along."

"What do you mean?" I ask oblivious.

"Well, Pitch and I-"

I interrupt him, "Pitch? Say no more. I get it."

"You know Pitch?"

"We, um, kind of met this morning... He was messing with Olaf, and I stepped in. You know, no biggie."

He laughs. "Nothing with Pitch is a 'no biggie.' So way to go, newbie." He extends his fist in my direction.

I bump it and say, "I thought it might be fair for me to warn you about me."

"What? Do you always mess with the 'toughest guy' in school and then stare at the cutest?"

"First of all, you already forgave me for that, second, don't hold your breathe on that cutest thing, and third, no. It's because I'm really, and I mean really, accident prone." I decide to elaborate. "I'm pretty sure something is going to explode on us by the end of the first quarter."

Jack chuckles. "Then this is going to be one hell of a year."

Ms. Morgan starts talking then. "Alright guys, let's wrap up conversations and get these books passed out." She begins passing the chemistry textbooks out.

The rest of the class period is spent talking about summer vacation as class. The only reason why I remember half of what we were talking about is because Jack whispered introductions of everyone and cracking jokes every now and then. It was hilarious! Too bad I couldn't laugh. I looked like an idiot trying not to laugh. When the bell rings signaling the end of the class, I'm sad to go. This was the most fun I've ever had in class. I wave my goodbye at Jack and hurry after Olaf. I have to find out where Mr. Meyers's math room is.

I finally catch up to the shorter teen. "Hey Olaf, how do I get to Mr. Meyers's room?"

"That's easy." He answers. "You go to the end of the hallway, make a right, then go up to the next floor, go all the way down that hallway, make a left, and it's the first classroom on the left."

"_That's _easy? I'd hate to see what hard looks like to you."

He laughs. "Just follow me," He begins to walk down the hallway. "I'll walk you to your class. Mrs. Kenya and me are close, so she won't mind if I'm sort of late."

"Olaf, you're the best," I tell him, starting to climb the staircase, "You're the best, and don't let _anyone _tell you otherwise."

Olaf pauses in his walk and just stares at me. I turn and wait for him to follow. He slowly walks up to me. "That is the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me. Thank you."

I smile. "Just telling the truth." We continue walking down the hallway until we stop in front of a classroom. In front of the door, there is a tall man with graying blonde hair.

"Here we are. Just remember, Mr. Meyers is super strict. Don't mess around with him AT ALL! I cannot stress this enough. Good luck!" He says as he walks to his own class. Leaving me alone with apparently a really mean teacher. Thanks, friend.

I approach the teacher, wearily. Ok, Anna. First impression. Let's make it good. Hello, sir. My name is Anna, and I am a new student here. It's a pleasure to meet you. Is what I wanted to say. What I actually said went something like this:

"...Hey. Me, Anna. Meet you pleasure, sir." I mentally slapped myself. What the heck was that, Anna?!

"Young lady, when talking to an adult you speak with respect and proper grammar." He scolds. "Now stand up straight, shoulders back, and start again with respect. Do you understand?"

I gulp. "Yes, sir." I straighten my back and extend a hand toward him. He accepts it and firmly shake my hand. I let go and try again. "Hello, Mr. Meyers. My name is Anna Arendelle. It is a pleasure to meet you." I say avoiding eye contact the entire time.

"What happened to eye contact?" I shrug in response. "No shrugging!" He scolds again.

I look straight into his eyes. "I'm sorry I didn't meet your expectations, sir. Now may I go inside; I'd hate to waste anymore of your or my time." I say clearly annoyed with this man.

He smiles, as if it makes up for it. "By all means." He then turns his attention to other students.

I enter the classroom, and I can't help but laugh. There in the very back of the room is the very familiar sight of Jack Frost with his hood pulled up and jamming to music. I walk up to him cheerily. He looks up at me and smiles before he laughs. "Seriously?" He pulls his hood out and pauses the song. "Two classes in a row?"

"I know. Crazy, right?"

"Anything I should be warned about before we start math class?"

"No, I think we should be safe." I reply with a laugh. I nod towards his headphones. "Still listening to Savage Infants?"

He nods. "You know Savage Infants?"

"Know them? I love them!"

"Seriously?"

"Uh, duh! Me, Zel, and Elsa went to go see them when they were on tour for the new album!"

Jack gets excited about this. "No way! I tried convincing North to let me and Bunny go months beforehand, and he still said no! Was it awesome?"

"Of course!"

"What's your favorite song?"

"Overturned and We Are We Are **(Totally making this up)**"

"I love We Are We Are. Ok what do you think of the band Scalp Herman **(This is**** fake too :) Inspired from the movie "Inglorious Bastards" I love that movie)**."

"There sick! That single they came out with last month inspired me!"

"Anna?"

"Yeah?"

"I think we just became friends."

"What?"

"Anyone that shares my taste in music _and_ love of mischief is a-okay in my book."

"Then consider ourselves friends, Jackson Frost."

Mr. Meyers walks into the classroom, and all conversation ceases. "Good morning, class. Let's get started and work quickly and efficiently." Jack looks at me and rolls his eyes. I smile stick out my tongue at him and look back towards the front again. "I need volunteers to pass out these papers and textbooks and we'll jump right into the plans for today."

Two people raise their hands to volunteer and pass around the papers. Mr. Meyers passes out textbooks. Why do we need books? It's math. Give me a calculator, a pencil, and a booklet of problems but not a _book. _Whatever. I don't make the rules.

When all the materials are passed out, Mr. Meyers starts talking again. "The first piece of paper in front of you is a salmon color. Put that on top. Now, this is your syllabus. Let's go ahead and start reading."

The next few minutes are spend reading over the syllabus, which includes rules, expectations, blah blah blah. Who really cares?

"Any questions?" Mr. Meyers asks.

Jack nudges me. "Watch this," he whispers. He raises his hand. The teacher nods his head at him. "How long did it take you to write this syllabus?"

"That is irrelevant, Mr. Frost. Any other questions?" Jack raises his hand again. "Yes, Mr. Frost?"

"How will reading this syllabus improve my ACT score or math skills?"

"It will not _directly _influence your ACT score or math skills. However, it will-"

"Then why must I be forced to waste my time on such a frivolous thing?"

"This is entirely irrelevant to the task at hand."

"Would you say the syllabus is irrelevant?" I smirk at this. He really is messing with the teacher.

Mr. Meyers is visibly frustrated with Jack. His pale face is now red with anger. "I'd say that we should get back on task and stop asking ridiculous questions. Now may we go on?"

"Why are you asking me? Aren't you supposed to be the teacher? Why do you need a student's permission?" I try holding back a giggle at this comment, but fail miserably. I clamp a hand over my mouth and smile apologetically at the teacher.

He doesn't buy it and starts walk towards Jack and I. "Do you think this is funny?"

"No sir," is what I'm about to say but then I think of something; I can't stand this teacher, and I'm pretty sure he hates me. There is no way I'm getting out of this without a punishment. Hell, if I'm going down, I'm going down with a bang. "No sir," I tell him. He looks satisfied, angry, but satisfied. Let's crush that feeling. "I think it's hilarious." I feel Jack look at me in shock.

"I'm sorry?" Mr. Meyers says.

"Honestly, it is hilarious that someone as professional as yourself would let such an irrational conversation effect your behavior in the classroom. It is very insufficient and unprofessional." I send Jack a smirk.

"Really?"

"Really," I answer smugly.

He turns to face the rest of the class. "Well, it seems that we have a couple of class clowns. And unfortunately for you all, the class will have to suffer." I roll my eyes. "By tomorrow's class period you will have to complete the first twenty pages of math problems in your textbook." A couple of students send us dirty looks. Jack brushes them off. He turns to look at me and Jack. "As for you two, I will see you after school for a detention served here. Now how do you feel about that?"

I groan. Elsa is going to freaking kill me. "I think," Jack answers from his seat next to me. I watch him as he continues. "My opinion is completely irrelevant."

Mr. Meyers is fuming and I smirk at his reaction. He is about to respond when the last bell rings. Jack and I stand, gather our stuff, and move towards the door along with everyone else in the classroom. We are walking passed the threshold when Jack calls over his shoulder, "See you later, Mr. M."

I laugh as Jack and I begin walking down the hallway. He faces me as I check my schedule for the next class. It's down a floor. "I'm really sorry about getting you a detention." He tells me.

"Don't worry about it. It was my fault anyway."

"And... thank you." He pauses his walk. This is where we part paths.

"For what?"

He starts walking away from me. "No one ever backs me up when I'm getting in trouble."

"Anytime," I call after him. I laugh as I begin walking to the next class. A detention on the first day? Think of all sorts of trouble Jack and I could get into in one semester. A large smile creeps onto my face. I think I'm really going to like this school.

* * *

><p>After two more classes, my backpack is heavy, my feet hurt, and my stomach is growling. Since it's the first day, everything is cut short, and there is no lunch period. My fourth period teacher said that this is what a Friday schedule is like: short, sweet, and to the point.<p>

It's the last period of the day, and I can't wait for it to be over. Oh, yeah. There's still that detention to serve. Fanfreakingtastic.

I enter the last class of the day. Literature and composition. The teacher isn't here, and the class is fairly empty. I grab a seat in the back and pull out my math textbook. Might as well get started on these math problems.

My thoughts of numbers and equations are interrupted when I hear a familiar chuckle. I look up shocked. It couldn't be! But it is! Jack Frost is standing in front of my desk.

"No way!" I say, surprised. "I get to start _and _end my day with you?"

"I know, crazy, right?" He smirks. "How many detentions do you think we can get in this class."

I laugh. "None, I hope. My sister would kill me if I got another one."

"You want to walk back to Mr. Meyers's class together after this?"

"Well, since we are going to the same place," I shrug. "Why not?" Forgot about Elsa. Have to tell her I won't be able to make it to lunch with her and Zel until later. "But I have to tell my sister first."

"Alright, we'll find her before we leave. It'll give me a chance to find my other roommate anyways."

Just then, our teacher walks in. She scrambles into the classroom right before the bell makes it and fist pumps. "Yes! I actually made it this time!"

I look at Jack for an explanation. He smiles at me and whispers a response. "That's Mrs. Edwards. She's super lazy and always late. Very environmentalist. You could call her a modern-day hippie."

I smile back at him. This is going to be an interesting class.

* * *

><p><strong>Elsa's POV<strong>

Hiccup insisted that after sixth period we should go out into the courtyard. He kept telling me that the area was absolutely beautiful. And boy was he right.

"This is incredible, Hiccup."

"This is nothing. You should see it in the winter time. Snow on all the tree branches, soft lights set up all around, and the principal even allows student council to set up an ice rink."

That last part sparks my interest. "Ice rink?"

"Yeah, right there with the fountain in the very middle. It's really pretty."

"Sounds cool." My pocket vibrates. A text from Anna. Hiccup's phone goes off too. Strange.

_Where are you? -Anna_

I sent her a quick reply telling her where I am.

_Stay there._

Hiccup looks at me. "Do you mind if we wait here for a sec? One of my roommate asked me to wait here for him."

"Yeah, that's fine. My sister is looking for me too."

**Jack's POV (Ahhhhh! Bet you weren't expecting this :D)**

Anna and I weave quickly through the crowds of students to get to the courtyard. I've had a blast hanging out with her. Well for the brief time we have been hanging out. She's pretty mischievous. It's awesome.

"Isn't it kind of weird that the two people we're looking for are in the same place?" She asks me.

I shrug. "Small school," I joke.

She laughs and hits my arm playfully. "Whatever. Let's just find them and get this stupid detention served."

"Is this your first detention?"

"Of course not," she answers.

I'm taken aback. "Just how many times have you landed a detention."

She shrugs and starts using her fingers to count. She stops and looks at me. "Just high school or in general?"

"General."

"I don't know maybe a hundred give or take."I look at her, dumbfounded. She's like five feet tall. How the hell does someone that small get that many detentions? She sees my look and continues. "What?! That's not _that _many!"

"What exactly have you been doing?"

"I got a lot for being late, talking back to teachers, off task behavior. Oh! I did get one for throwing a sandwich across the classroom."

"Why would you do that?"

We've arrived in the courtyard. "Oh look at that! We're here." She walks ahead of me and starts looking around.

I start looking for Anna's sister, but I have no idea what she looks like. "What exactly am I looking for?"

"White hair like yours. You can't miss her."

I start looking around and come up empty-handed. I'm about to tell her that when I hear, "Elsa!" Right behind me. I turn to see Anna running towards a white-haired girl. I see that she is with Hiccup and start walking over towards them.

Now that I'm closer I can really take a look at this Elsa person. Holy crap! She's beautiful. I just stare at her, like a love-struck idiot. Come on, Frost! Say something! Be cool!

I panic and turn to Hiccup. "Who is that?" I ask him quietly.

"That's Elsa, Merida's roommate. Why?"

"Dude," I say and give him a wide-eyed look.

Hiccup smirks at me and gives me that 'I-know-something-you-don't' face. I glare at him. "Shut up," I tell him. "I just had to tell you that I'm going to be a little late to lunch. Anna and I got a detention."

"Anna?"

"Elsa's sister."

"Jeez buddy, one at a time." He jokes. I punch him in the arm. "Ouch!"

Anna turns to me after finishing her conversation. "Ready?" She sounds frustrated.

"Yeah let's go." We start walking away, and I turn around to wave goodbye to Hiccup. I can't help but look at Elsa before I turn back around. She's looking right at me and sending me the coldest glare I have ever received. "Why is your sister looking at me like if she wants to freeze me?" I ask her.

"That's just how Elsa is. It's hard to break through her layer of ice." That can't be all there is. "Also, she blames you for my detention."

"She what?" I ask worried.

"Don't worry, Frost. Give her some time to soften up. I'll keep talk to her until she believes that it was my fault."

Normally I wouldn't care about what people think of me, much less a girl. But this one is different. I actually noticed her first, and she is breathtakingly beautiful.

"I'm telling you, Jack. She'll get over it." Anna reassures me.

I sure hope you're right, Anna.

* * *

><p><strong>And it is finished. What do you think? Jack finally (well sort of) met Elsa, and (PLOT TWIST) she doesn't like him (at the moment). If she was sending him glares like that without speaking to him at all, imagine what dinner will be like later. Ah yes. I can feel your anticipation growing. <strong>

**BTW the way Anna and Jack got a detention actually happened to one of my friends. It was the funniest thing EVER! *wipes tear* Ahhhhhhhh good times.**

**Can I just say how annoyed I was with the fact that I kept writing more parts of this chapter, and it would get deleted? Seriously, this chapter would have been ready sooner if I would have been done sooner if not for my progress getting deleted like four times! This is how the conversation between me and my computer went...**

**Me: Finally finished with this update. Everyone will be so happy! But first I will go eat dinner.**

**Computer: Don't forget to save!**

**Me: You're absolutely right :) *hits save***

**Computer: Your progress has been saved. **

**Me: *eats dinner* *comes back like 20 minutes later* Alright time to post this chapter. *Opens doc* What the poop!? Where is all my progress!?**

**Computer: What progress? **

**Me: I finished this chapter! About a thousand words were lost! What is this garbage! *Continues to freak out* *starts redoing all the lost work***

**Oh well, at least it's finished. **

**Letter to **a gal from ny **Yesssss! Get an account so we can chat! I had a Tumblr but got addicted, so I changed the password to something I wouldn't remember... Don't make me go back down that dark road! I can't do it! But yes. Elsa and Jack will officially meet in the next chapter. Not like how they sorta saw each other in this one. I pinky promise :) Thank you for the compliment! You really made my night with that.**

**Have any ideas? Suggestions? Concerns? Questions? Write a review or PM me. Until next time...**


	6. Great Pizza and 20 Questions

**I'm sorry for the long wait. I was in Boston and away from my laptop and WiFi in general... Ready? I'm gonna go all Total Drama Island you (which I don't own). Ready? And scene...**

**Last time on Walney High, Anna, Elsa, and Zel started their first official day of school. A new, insanely mischievous and super awesome, friendship was formed between Anna and Jack Frost. The two got a detention on the first day back to school. Bummer! It would have been completely epic if big sister Elsa approved. Wil Elsa ever make up with her little sister? Will dinner with Elsa, Hiccup, Jack, and Merida be completely ****awkward? Will there be some form of comic relief? I sure hope so because from the look of what's below this line-break, they're sure gonna need it... All these questions and more will be answered on this weeks chapter of Walney High.**

* * *

><p><strong>Elsa's POV<strong>

The bell attached to the door rings as I enter the crowded coffee shop on is already waiting for me at a table by the large front window. She waves at me as I make my way over to her and sit down in the seat across from her.

"Hey," she says. "What's up?"

"Hey." Is all I reply as I cross my arms over my chest.

"What's wrong?"

"What do you think?"

"Ok let me rephrase that. What did Anna do?"

"She got a detention."

Rapunzel looks at me seriously. "For what?"

I shrug. "I have no idea. I do know that it was completely irresponsible and ridiculous."

My cousin bursts into a fit of giggles. I give her my best unimpressed look, yet she continues to laugh. I keep a poker face. She sees my serious and stops laughing. Zel tries to put on her serious face. She coughs into her hands and says, "Sorry, that's not funny."

"No it's not." I stand up. "I'm going to go get a late. Do you want anything?"

"Sure, a strawberry and creme cappuccino and Panini would really hit the spot." She clicks her tongue against her teeth.

I start walking away from her. "You got it, Zel."

The cashier takes my order as her coworkers begin making our order. They call out the order number and I grab the tray. I sit back down at the table and distribute our meals.

I take a bite out of my sandwich. After swallowing my bite I look at her. "You know what the most messed up part is?"

"About the detention?" I nod. "What?"

"The guy that got her the stupid detention is having dinner with me tonight."

Rapunzel almost choked on her drink. She starts coughing to try to clear her throat. "Time out. Rewind. What!? You have a date?"

"It's not a date-"

"I can't believe it!"

"There are going to be two other people there-"

"When was the last time _you_ were on a date? You know what? Never mind that." She puts her elbows on the table and rests her head in her palms. "Is he cute?"

"Rapunzel, number one, it is not a date. Number two, Hiccup invited me to go have pizza with him, his roommate, and Merida. And number three, Jack is the reason Anna got a detention."

Rapunzel raises an eyebrow at me. "I seriously doubt that. It is Anna we're talking about."

"I know," I say. I do know my sister, and she is a little ball of fiery energy. "Maybe I should just tell Hiccup I can't make it and hang out with you guys instead."

Zel starts shaking her head. "No! You have to go. You'll have fun, and you can get to know this possibly cute Jack."

I shake my head at her. "You're delusional. Fine. I'll go."

Rapunzel looks out the window watching people pass by. "So Anna is with Jack now?"

"Yeah, they were serving detention with one of their teachers."

"Ok," she says, still looking out the window. "Does this Jack have bright white hair and blue eyes?"

"Yeah, I think so. Zel, how did you know that?"

She points out the window. "Isn't that Anna with Jack now?"

I follow where her finger is pointing with my eyes, and sure enough, there is Anna and who I think is Jack. When I look at him, he makes eye contact with me and smiles a very charming smile. "I think so." I say with a small smile gracing my lips.

Anna waves goodbye to Jack as she enters the coffee shop. She scans over the different tables until we make eye contact. Anna quickly moves over to us, bookbag slung over her shoulder.

"Hey, guys," she says as she pulls up a chair and sits down at the table.

"Hey, Anna."

"Hi," I tell her. "Detention end early?"

"Yeah, Mr. Meyers said he was feeling generous, and let us out early. But if it happens again, we'll be in his classroom from three hours." She shrugs. "Whatever, no big deal."

I feel myself getting frustrated. "Anna, it is a big deal. You got a detention on our first day of school. How are you going to handle the rest of the school year?"

"The teacher totally deserved it." she mumbles.

"It doesn't matter. That's no reason to act up."

"I swear it won't happen again." I raise an eyebrow. She can't be serious. "I mean, I won't get more than ten detentions." Eyebrow raises higher. "Ok! No more than 25."

I roll my eyes. "You have to shape up."

"What was the detention for anyway?" Rapunzel asks.

Anna begins to retell how she got a detention. The teacher does sound like a complete jerk, but I'm not about to tell her that. "Anna,"

"Look," she interrupts. "I get it. I screwed up. I'm sorry, ok? I'm a reactive person. I react." She looks me in the eye. "You're the reasonable one." She pauses, choosing her words carefully. She's being so sincere that I feel my frustration begin to melt away. "I really am sorry. The last thing I wanted was to make you mad or disappoint you. And it's selfish of me, but I don't think I could handle you being mad at me. So, can we please just kiss and make up already?" Who is she and what has she done with my sister? "I mean not literally or anything because that would be weird and so so so wrong! And I'm pretty sure I that it's illegal or whatever." And she's back.

"But that's not important! So, can you forgive me and just let it go?"

I smile at her and nod. "Of course, Anna."

She smiles and embraces me in a tight hug. "Awesome!" Anna lets me go and fishes her wallet out of her backpack. "I'm going to get something chocolate-y." She happily walks to the counter and places an order.

As soon as she walked away Zel turned to me. "Oh my glob! That was Jack?"

"Yeah," Oh, boy! I know exactly where she's going with this.

"Elsa." she tells me. "He. Is. Cute! I mean he's not on Flynn's level, but dang, Elsa!"

I roll my eyes at her. "Whatever. He got my sister a detention and I don't know anything else about him. I can't really judge."

She gives me a look. She puts up her hands up in surrender. "Ok, ok fine. He's not cute."

I send her a glare as Anna comes back to the table. "So," she says. "What's on the agenda for tonight?"

I'm about to respond when Rapunzel butts in, "Elsa's got a hot date!"

The look on Anna's face is absolutely priceless. It is part shock, part happy, and part hurt. "It's not a date, Anna." It's best to stop Anna's crazy jump to conclusions train before it leaves the station.

Too late. "For real? Oh my glob, Elsa! You have a date? I mean, yay you have a date! But you've never really been all for dating, so this is awesome! It will be totally cool and everything! Hey! Do I know the guy? Is he like hot, hot or just eh hot? Where are you guys going? Where do you plan on going? More importantly, what are you wearing!? I'm not saying you look bad or anything, cause you don't! You look great and sophisticated and totally awesome like all the time! But that's not the point! I can't believe you got a date!" She squeals in excitement and rushes to hug me which, I might add, is very uncomfortable considering that she is still sitting.

"Anna, I do not have a date."

Her excitement vanishes. "But- but, Rapunzel said,"

I interrupt her. "Yeah but Rapunzel is delusional. I am having dinner with Merida and her two friends."

She tries to hide her disappointment when she says, "Oh,"

Zel butts in. That stubborn cousin of mine. "Those two friends being,"

"Don't do it Zel," I say warningly.

"Hiccup," Anna's eyes brighten up a little.

"Zel, I'm serious."

"And,"

"Rapunzel!"

"Jack," she finishes, smiling smugly.

Anna's eyes bulge out of her head. "No way! Jack and me are totally cool now." She pauses and slaps her forehead. "Duh! I had to talk to you about him. I almost forgot. Silly me."

"What did you need to tell me?"

She takes a sip out of her drink and looks at me seriously. "Elsa, don't be mad at him for the detention. It was all my fault, so please, please, _please_ don't be angry with him. And for the love of chocolate please stop giving him that icy glare you're really good at. Especially if you're having dinner with him! It will make it so awkward for everyone. Promise me that you'll give him the benefit of the doubt. I mean think about it; how many detentions have I gotten in the past by myself?"

She makes a good point. "A lot," I answer, tiredly.

"See!" She throws her hands in the air as if to prove her point. Rapunzel smiles at her. "What do you think?"

"I'll try to give him the benefit of the doubt, I promise. Ok?"

"Yes! Score one for Anna!"

I chuckle at her. She can be so ridiculous sometimes.

Rapunzel looks at the two of us. "Well now that that's settled, let's get down to the important stuff."

"Which is?" I ask, confused.

Her Anna share a mischievous look. I'm sorry I asked. "What are you wearing tonight?"

I look down at my faded blue jeans, white t-shirt, and baby blue Toms. "This," I trail off as I see their smiles grow bigger if that's even possible.

"Dibs on makeup!" Anna yells.

"No way!" I say standing. "Not happening," I grab my bag and drink and start walking to the door with them close on my heels.

They follow me all the way back to my room pleading the entire time. I can't take it anymore. They're obnoxious and Rapunzel's eyes are really getting to me. "Fine." Anna and Zel squeal in delight. "Just hair and makeup."

Anna shrugs. "Better than nothing." Rapunzel nods in agreement.

My sister and cousin drag me into my dorm room and begin rummaging through my drawers. Fingers crossed and let's hope I don't regret this.

* * *

><p>An hour later, Rapunzel and Anna feel that I am ready. Merida came in about 20 minutes into my "makeover" and helped out. Rapunzel, Anna, and her managed to change my shirt to a loose short-sleeved, white crop top and blue snowflake necklace. My jeans and Toms remained.<p>

Merida had laughed the entire time at my struggle and made a few comments here in there. But she did receive a little beauty work for herself, too. Rapunzel forced the poor girl into a pair blue high-waisted shorts and a white crop top with an arrow on it, but she didn't seem to mind it. They even did a light layer of makeup on her.

After we had finished, the four of us sat in my dorm waiting for Hiccup and Jack, talking.

Merida laughed. "Ah normally dornt gie tae dae things loch thes. Ah hae thee brother's fur cryin' out lood!" **(I normally don't get to do things like this. I have three brother's for crying out loud!) **I think this is the longest conversation I've ever had with Merida.

Anna stares at her like she just told her she has a year supply of chocolate. I smile at her reaction. "How do you live like that?"

My roommate shrugs. "Bribery an' a wee bit ay wit. But ye gie used tae it efter a while." **(Bribery and a bit of wit. But you get used to it after a while.)**

"Is that why you like horseback riding so much?" Rapunzel asks gesturing to the picture on her shelf.

Merida nods. "Yeah, that's mah horse, angus." **(Yeah, that's my horse, Angus.)**

"You have a horse! Like he's yours?" Anna pipes in. The red-head nods, and Anna gives me a look.

"We are _not _getting a horse, Anna." I tell her. She begins to pout.

"Ye ken," Merida says. "Thaur ur a couple of horses back haem. Mebbe we could aw go tak' a trip it thaur, an' ye can ride a one." **(You know, there are a few horses back home. Maybe we could all go take a trip out there, and you can ride one.)**

Anna looks at her with big eyes. "For real?"

She shrugs. "Sure."

Anna squeals in delight. "This is the best day ever," she sighs as she rests her head on the side of my bed from her spot on the floor.

There is a knock on the door.

"Door's open," Merida calls from her relaxed place on her own bed.

The doorknob twists and the door is pushed open and in walks Hiccup and Jack Frost. The two of them are surprised to see Anna and Rapunzel in here. They exchanged greetings and then stand by the doorway, waiting. Jack keeps looking at me with an apologetic smile while Hiccup just stands awkwardly.

Merida hesitantly gets up. "Ready, Elsa?"

I nod and follow her lead towards the door. I turn around and look at Anna and Rapunzel. They look back with fake innocent looks. I point towards the doorway. "Out." I tell them.

They share a groan but get up anyways. The six of us exit the door, and I lock the door behind us. Anna and Rapunzel start walking towards the elevator, waving goodbye as they do. Here we go, Elsa. You can do this. They're teenagers like you. We're just hanging out.

"Hey," Hiccup calls. "Do you guys wanna tag along too?"

If they say yes, I probably won't be so nervous. I look at Anna and Zel with a pleading look in my eyes. Anna turns around and starts walking backwards. "No, we're ok. Got people to see, places to be, and about a hundred math problems to finish before tomorrow." Jack laughs at that. Must be part of their punishment. "But thanks for the invite."

She tries to turn back around but trips over her own two feet and falls on the floor with a very ungraceful oof. I smirk at her clumsiness. Typical Anna.

Anna giggles and springs back up. She waves as her and Zel continue to walk away. Hiccup soon leads the group out of the dormitory with Jack next to him. Merida and I walk side by side behind them. I continue to tell myself, 'You can do this.' All the way to the pizza place.

* * *

><p>"And here we are," Jack says as we approach a pizzeria with a sign reading, "Quigley's Pizzeria". Jack walks ahead of us and holds the door open for us. "Ladies first." He wears a charming smile on his face. I guess he is kind of cute...<p>

Hiccup leads the way to the back of the surprisingly crowded restaurant **(1)**. After searching for a while, we finally found a four seat booth towards the back. There is one large menu in the middle of the table. We begin looking over the different pizza toppings. Talk about a teenager's paradise **(2)**.

Jack looks up at me with an inviting smile on his face. "I don't think we have properly met. You must be the famous Elsa I keep hearing about."

I raise an eyebrow at the last part. Famous? Merida and Hiccup have told him about me? "Yes I am," I respond. I am about to ask for his name when I think of something better. "And you must be the guy that got my baby sister a detention," I say with a smirk. Hiccup snorts, and Merida raises her eyebrow at the pale teen.

His look as absolutely priceless. It flickers from shock to embarrassment to fear than noticing that I was messing with him, he smirked as well. Jack rubs the back of his neck bashfully. "I really am sorry about that." He says embarrassed.

"Wait," Hiccup says. "You really _did _get Elsa's sister a detention."

"Not on purpose," Jack defends. Merida reaches across the table and hits Jack on the back of the head. "Ouch! What was that for!?"

"Whit did Ah teel ye abit gettin' in trooble? an' noo yoo're daein' it tae other fowk? **(**What did I tell you about getting in trouble? And now you're doing it to other people?)****

I decide to help him out. He's suffered enough. " It's ok, Merida. It definitely was Anna's fault, mostly." I look at him while I say, "Jack is off the hook." Hearing the last part, Jack's face looks relieved and happier.

Merida rolls her eyes at him. "Jack, whit am Ah gonnae dae wi' ye?" **(Jack, what am I going to do with you?)**

Jack shrugs. He looks me in the eye and smiles again. "I'll make it up to you now." He stands from the table. "Pizza's on me tonight."

Merida smiles satisfied. "That's a nice start."

He chuckles. "Everyone know what they want?"

"Supreme." Merida answers.

"Pepperoni." Hiccup tells him. "And get a pitcher of Coke for everyone."

Jack nods and looks at me, waiting. "Uhh," I actually have no idea what to get. Normally I just eat whatever Anna gets. "I have no idea," I answer truthfully.

The white haired teen looks at me with a smile. "Come on," he says. "We'll find something for you, and you can help me carry everything back to the table."

He begins to walk towards the counter. "What do you recommend?" I ask after we arrive at the back of the semi-long line.

He ponders the question for a second. "Well I usually go with the Roman pizza, olives, onions, garlic, tomatoes, and sausage, but since it's your first time, I recommend the Quigley special."

"Which is?"

"Bacon, tomatoes, pepperoni, onions, mushrooms, and spinach."

"Sounds," I rank my brain for a word. "Intresting."

Jack laughs. "It is. But very good."

We place the order and move to the side to wait for our order. Jack tries to make small talk with me. He definitely gets an A for effort. But after a few minutes of failing his eyes brighten with an idea, "I got it! We'll just play 20 questions." "

"What?"

"I'll ask 20 questions about you and then you can do the same for me, and you have to answer as truthfully as you can. Sound good?"

"I guess?" I say more as a question then answer. I smirk. "But that counts as one question."

He playfully smirks back. "Next question: Where are you from?"

"I was born in Arendelle but I moved to Corona when I was little."

"Why'd you move?"

"Next question."

"Ummm, what year are you?"

"Junior."

"So am I," he tells me smiling. "Sorry if this comes off rude, but is your hair naturally that color?"

"Yeah, I was born with it just like Anna's stripe."

"Cool," he glances at the counter to make sure the pizza hasn't gotten there yet. "Any pets?"

"Not unless you count my cousin's chameleon."

"Why would you count that as a pet?"

"Because he's a domesticated animal."

"No, I meant why would _you _count that as one of your pets?"

"Because I live with my cousin and her parents."

"Why is that?"

"Next question."

"Hey, you can't use another skip!"

"There are no rules for 20 questions." I look at his face as he pouts. "Fine," I smirk. "Because I moved to Corona."

He looks at me with a playful gleam in your eyes and a smug smile. "Oh, so _that's _how it's going to be?"

"Yup," I look at him. "And that was you tenth question."

"Oh come on!" The guy behind the counter flipping pizza dough laughs at Jack's outburst. Jack looks at him as he gestures to me and says, "You saw that right? She is totally cheating!"

"That's number eleven Mr. Frost," I say as I grab a tray of our order from the counter. The pizza man chuckles again. "And our order is here." I begin walking back to the table, leaving a dumbfounded Jack behind. He quickly regains his composure and follows me.

I slide the tray on the table and take my seat next to Merida. Jack follows shortly still pouting. I look up at Hiccup who is staring out the window with a love-struck expression on his face. I nod at him and ask Jack, "What's with him?"

Jack follows his gaze, sees what Hiccup is looking at and rolls his eyes. "You'll see," he tells me nodding to the door.

I turn in my seat to see a group of buff teens walk in with large duffel bags over their shoulders. All of them are wearing matching t-shirts with a reindeer on them and a number on the back. One of the guys is holding a football. Figures. Hiccup's eyes follow the guy at the front of the group as he leads them towards the back of the restaurant. This one is leaner and shorter than the others, and when they pass our table I see that Hiccup is watching not a guy, but a girl. She has her blonde hair pulled back into a bun at the nape of her neck with some hair slipping out and framing her face. She has piercing blue eyes and black paint at under her eyes in a straight, tick line. The group sits across the restaurant.

Hiccup continues to stare at her, and sighs happily. "Who's that?" I ask him.

"Astrid," he says, lovingly. "She goes to Wesleton Academy and is the only girl on their football team. She's awesome." I smile at his response.

Merida is not so amused. She seems annoyed. "Ur ye finally gonna grow a pair an' ask er' out?"** (Are you finally going to grow a pair and ask her out?)**

Hiccup snaps out of his trance and looks at her. "Are you crazy? I can't do that! She's Astrid, and well, I'm me."

"Pish, ye jus need to fix 'at," **(Nonsense, you just have to fix that.) **she says, gesturing to Hiccup's scrawny form and taking a bite of her pizza.

Hiccup looks offended before he takes a sip of his soda. "You just gestured at all of me!"

"Whit? Na ah didne!" **(What? No I didn't!)**

I turn to Jack who is busy shoving his face with his large slice of pizza. "Are they always bickering?"

Jack shrugs and wipes his mouth with a napkin. "Only when it comes to Astrid. Merida thinks he just ask her out, but Hiccup is too scared to do anything but stare at her like a stalker."

I laugh and look down at the pizza on my plate. I pick it up with two hands and take a bite. Wow. "So, how is it?"

"It's good," I say forgetting I had food in my mouth. I quickly cover my mouth as my eyes widen and my face gets hot. Smooth, Elsa.

Jack chuckles. "Glad you like it."

"You still have eight questions left," I tell him.

"Not even! I have nine."

"Oh really?" He nods. "Didn't you just ask me how my pizza was?"

He goes to answer, but changes his mind. He rolls his beautiful blue eyes at me. "Whatever," wait. Did I just call them beautiful? He looks deep in thought, so I take the opportunity to study his eyes. He smiles as he says, "Look I know I'm extremely handsome, but there is no need to stare at me." He meets my gaze.

I glare at him. "Boosting your own ego, Frost?" I click my tongue. "I expected more."

He laughs. "Seriously, why were you staring at me just now?"

"You sure you want to use a question on that?"

"Yep, remember. You have to answer truthfully."

I glare at him, but my look softens as I mumble, "Because you have really pretty eyes."

"What was that? Couldn't hear you, Els."

"I said," a little louder, "you have really pretty eyes."

"One more time," he pushes.

"I said," I say the rest quiet. "You have really pretty eyes."

"Come on Elsa. You could be louder," he says with a cocky grin.

I glare. That stupid grin is aggravating me. "I said you have really pretty eyes!" I yell a lot louder than I meant to. I cover my mouth with my hand. My face turns new shades of red as I feel the eyes of the restaurant on me.

Jack chuckles and smiles at me warmly. "I like your eyes, too."

"Whatever," I mumble. "Just finish your five questions."

"Five?"

"You asked me to repeat myself, and you're down to four."

He groans. "What is the craziest thing you have ever done?"

"Crazy?" I rack my brain for an answer. "I don't know. I don't really do crazy things."

"You _have _to answer."

I continue to think about it. "Well there was this one time," I start.

"Go on."

"No, it doesn't count,"

"Come on! Please, please, please, _please!_"

I smile at his childish begging. "Ok, ok," I tell him. "This one time, Anna, Rapunzel, and I went to an amusement park for the day. Spend the day going on rides, eating unhealthily, and just having fun. So by the end of the night, we had gone on most of the rides and had begun playing this game of truth or dare, which then turned into just dares, and they got pretty extreme. The two ended up daring me to get on a ride without my safety harness." I look for Jack's reaction. He has both elbows on the table and is leaning his head on his palms. "I guess it was all the sugar, but I actually agreed. We stood in line for this pretty intense roller coaster, and when we got to the top, we took our seats and got ready. We all sat down, and I busied myself trying to distract the guy checking the harnesses. I did a pretty good job because he didn't check it and I left it unbuckled. The ride started with Anna and Rapunzel on either side of me, and we started going up this super huge hill. As we got higher and higher, my nerves built. The first drop was terrifying 120 feet and I'm hanging on to this flopping harness for dear life. There were these crazy loops were my butt wasn't even on the seat and a corkscrew that almost took of my leg. I know that I was screaming the entire time. And when the ride stopped I ran out of the station and to the nearest garbage can as I could where I threw up the contents of my stomach."

Jack laughs hysterically. I laugh too. It is pretty crazy. "I can't believe you would do that! Did you get away with it?"_  
><em>

"No!" I say, "The guy ran out after me wondering how I got out so fast without them even unbuckling the seatbelts."

"What did you say?"

"I told him the truth, and I spend the rest of the day in the in a cell in the main office."

Jack begins his laughter again. He hits the table. "You sure did go out with a bang."

"You got that right," I take a sip of my soda. "Last question."

He looks at me, seriously. "Do you want to hang out with me again sometime? I mean! Us! With us again?"

I smile at him and look at Hiccup and Merida finishing the last of their pizza. We'll be leaving soon. "Yeah, this was fun." He beams at my answer.

He rises from the booth and reaches a hand down to help me up as well. The gesture is sweet, and I accept. Once I am standing, he looks me in the eyes and says, "I greatly look forward to it, Elsa."

* * *

><p><strong>Guys! I made 90 reviews! Excuse me while I go fangirl... *fangirls in the corner* Ok, ok. I'm alright now :)<strong>

**But seriously. **

**Freaking 90 reviews! **

**Oh my flipping glob!**

**I'm really happy right now... :D**

**(1) I am picturing this pizzeria like the one in the super old MTV show Daria. If you guys haven't seen it, you definitely should. I love it! That and it would be easier to envision. Type in "Daria Pizza King" in Google images. It'll pop up. I promise :)  
><strong>

**(2) Sorry, I was _really _craving pizza while writing this...**

**Well until next time mi fanfic amigos!**


	7. Mice vs Reindeer

**I HAVE REACHED 100 REVIEWS! AHHHHH! Only downside? The 100th reviewer was a guest -_- So please _please_ if this was you, contact me. And guys remember: Honesty is the best policy. **

**All of you should be aware that there will be a time skip of one month. I feel like if this does not happen, the story will drag. The characters will now be in a season of fall. I can't think of anything that I should hint you on at this moment in the story, but you should know that winter will most likely be your favorite season ;)**

**Without any further hesitation, here is an update of Walney High. Enjoy.**

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

"I'm so excited!" I belted out as Olaf and I walked to first period.

"For what?" he asks.

I look at him completely seriously. Hasn't he seen the posters all over the halls? "The football game later!"

"Oh yeah," Olaf says, suddenly remembering. "We have a football team."

Sometimes I honestly don't know where his head is. If it were in the clouds, he would have hit a bird and come down by now. We arrive at Ms. Morgan's classroom door where the teacher stands ready for the day. She smiles as she sees us approaching.

"Hey you two," Ms. Morgan says happily. "Ready for the game tonight?"

"Of course!" Olaf tells her enthusiastically.

"I was born ready!" I answer.

Ms. Morgan laughs at our answer. "You better be! Because the Mighty Mice are going to take down the Reindeer so hard; they'll feel it for months after the game!"

I giggle at her as I enter the classroom and take my seat. Reindeer? Why does that team sound so familiar? I continue to think about it, and then it hits me! Kristoff! He said he went to a school with a reindeer mascot and that our schools were playing against each other in a football game. Maybe I'd see him again. Maybe we'd hang out. He did seem pretty cool. I continue to think about the possibility of seeing him again when I am ripped from my thoughts by someone saying,

"Hey, Anna."

I am taken aback and jump, falling off my lab stool in the process. Curse my clumsiness! I look at up at the smirking face of Jack. He reaches down a hand. "You ok?"

"Yeah," I reply with a shrug. I rub my sore bottom **(tee-hee... Bottom)**. "Just a little bruised. But hey, it'll heal." I sit back on my stool and open my notebook to a fresh page and begin copying the reaction equation on it. "You going to the game?" I ask my lab partner without looking up.

"Probably," he says. "Hiccup'll drag me along to explain the game while he stares at Astrid."

"Nice," I tell him not knowing who this Astrid is. "Maybe we can all hang out. From what Elsa told me, she gets along with you guys pretty nicely."

At the mention of Elsa's name his face instantly brightens. Weird. "Really? Elsa said that?" he asks me, enthusiastically.

"In different words, yeah."

I guess he realizes how he sounded because he goes back to his cool behavior when he replies, "Oh, cool." The dopey smile stays placed on his face.

Seriously, what is with him?

* * *

><p>The rest of the day dragged on like thick molasses. My classes weren't first period, second period, and whatever. Oh, no! My classes meshed together and formed one huge, boring obstacle that stood between me and football game. Nothing exceptionally exciting happened in any of my class. Well, in second period, Mr. Meyers ended up stapling his tie to his desk. We spend the first twenty minutes of class hiding our laughter and watching him try to remove the staple without snagging a thread. The entire time Mr. Meyers was going on and on about how expensive the tie was and how it was an anniversary was pretty funny.<p>

And during my art class with Mr. Wetmore, we got a student that switched classes: Rapunzel. I couldn't help myself but smile at the hilarity of the situation. My cousin, the artistic protegé, would be in the same class as me, the girl who can draw a mean stick figure, and the only available seat was right next to me. Our assignment was to simply paint a bowl of fruit. And that's exactly what I did. But then Zel came along and made fun of my apple and tried to fix it, so I helped her fix her pear. The pear was perfect, I just wanted an excuse to mess with her painting. I made the line I was drawing super squiggly, and she freaked out. So, she tried fixing my shading around the banana, which turned it into a black blob. And that's how we got into a paint fight. First on the canvas, then off. By the end of the class there was paint in our hair and clothes. Yet Zel still managed to make her work look beautiful and talk our way out of disciplinary action. In between classes, I had managed to get the paint out of my hair and skin, but my jeans have seen better days.

Now it's the last period of the day, and then game time!

Mrs. Edwards is late again, and the classroom is loud and crazy when I walk in. There are groups of my peers chatting around the place and some boys in the back shooting spit balls at each other. Real mature, guys.

But one guy in the back catches my attention. Oh, glob! NO! Not him! If he's here then his twin is here too. Sure enough an identical teen with the same green eyes as his younger brother walks into the classroom** (Anybody figure it out yet?)** Why the hell are they in _this_ class? Quick! You need at distraction at least until Jack gets here. Then, they'll see that you're hanging out with another guy and they'll back off. Crap! I'll just leave the classroom, and come back in two minutes. Yeah that will work!

I quickly turn on the ball of my foot and rush... into a wall of flesh, sending me and the poor unsuspecting girl to fall on the tile floor.

"Oh my gosh! I am so sorry!" I rush to pick up her books.

She rubs her head and sends an icy blue glare at me. "Watch where your going," She says harshly as two girls come up behind her and help her stand. I can now see that she is in a blue shirt, black skinny jeans, silver cardigan, and a blue pair of Oxfords. Her blonde hair is pulled back into a neat bun at the top of her head with her bangs curled over forehead. She continues to glare daggers at me.

"I'm sorry," I tell her as I stand and hand her her books.

One, wearing a pair of floral jeans with a pink high low top, says, "Oh my god! Cinderella, are you OK?!" She has strawberry blonde hair pulled back with a black headband.

The other has bright red hair pulled into a messy pony tail with long bangs in the front. The redhead wears a pair of green pants and a purple loose-fitting t-shirt. "Yeah, this loser over here just knocked you over." Excuse me?!

"Yeah, Aurora, Just a little frazzled," Cinderella says, dramatically. She takes in my appearance and snorts. I feel her eyes scan over my paint stained blue jeans, black t-shirt, and lime green cardigan. "Come on, I don't want to waste anymore time with her." Her eyes land on my hair. She puts on a fake sugar-sweet smile on her face. "Nice stripe, skunk." she says sarcastically. Her two friends laugh along with her as the three walk towards the back of the classroom.

How dare she! It was an accident there is no need to be a complete which about it! I'm going to give her a piece of my mind! I am fuming as I start walking after those girls. That's when I feel a hand on my shoulder stopping me. I glare and trace my gaze from the hand, up the arm, and to the face of... Jack Frost.

"Whoa there Ms. Feisty-Pants," He says, removing his hand. "Who has evoked your fury?" He says, goofily.

I can feel my mood start to lighten as the corners of my mouth lift up a bit. "Don't make me smile," I tell him. "I'm trying to stay angry."

"At who?"

I glare at the three girls. "They called me a skunk," I pout.

"Cinderella, Ariel, and Aurora? Those are your sophomore year mean girls. Don't let them get to you."

I groan a lot louder than I meant to. "Why can't we all just be friends?" He laughs and sits in the closest open seat. I take the seat next to him. "Whatever, I need to stay in a good mood for the game anyways!"

"Yeah! Those Reindeer are going down!"

Mrs. Edwards rushes into the room. "Sorry I'm late... again." She looks up at the clock. "And now that we have, er, about fifteen minutes left in the period, sorry again, let me introduce some new students in our class. Go ahead and stand up boys." Daniel** (1)** and Frederick **(2) **stand up. They're the same as I remember them. Tall, handsome, charming. Just like their brother. "Meet Daniel and Frederick Isle, they're transfer students from Wesleton Academy." She smiles at them. "Hope you don't miss your old team because they are going down." The class bursts into cheers. "Alright, alright. The rest of the class is all yours."

I take a moment to stare at the twins. Blonde hair, sideburns, green eyes, and lean figures. They are completely identical. Same as when I saw them last year at _his_ family dinner. **(Come on guys; I'm spelling it out for you...)** A pale hand waves in front of my face. "You ok there?"

I blink. "Sorry, I spaced out there," the bell rings and I grab my stuff. I notice Daniel look my way, surprised. Gotta get out of here. "Let's meet in Elsa's room before the game. Later," I tell him as I leave the classroom as fast as possible.

"Sounds like a plan," he calls after me.

* * *

><p>One shower, a change of clothes, and catching Rapunzel up on my last period events. Merida, Elsa, Flynn, Rapunzel, Hiccup, Olaf, and I sit in the bleachers of the Walney High football field.<p>

And it is freaking huge!

There's a grassy field made for cleats to destroy, a digital score board, two school mascots, and a heated indoor area under the field with concession stands and some Mighty Mouse gear. The whole place is the perfect to crush the Reindeer.

"This game is going to rock!" I say as we all sit on the bleachers.

"I know! I'm so excited!" Rapunzel tells me excitedly.

Merida chuckles. "It's only coz it's yer first gam. Th' glamoor wears aff." **(It's only because it's your first game. The glamour wears off.)**

"So you don't look forward to any of the games?" Elsa asks.

"Weel, ah do loove a guid, competife gam ay football." **(****Well I do love a good, competitive game of ****football)**

"But the only games that are really good are between Wesleton," Hiccup chimes in.

Jack laughs at him. "Only because you can stare at your girlfriend."

Hiccup turns beat red and looks away embarrassed. "What!? No I don't!" He pauses and glares at Jack. "I hate you."

The white-haired teen smirks. "No you don't."

I look at Hiccup. "Oh snap! Hiccup's got a girlfriend!" I tease.

"Astrid is not my girlfriend!" He says defensively.

"But you wish she was," Flynn says smirking.

"Wait, wait, wait!" Olaf says waving his arms around. "Whose Astrid again?"

"Th' only gurl football playar at Wesleton," **(****The only girl football player at Wesleton)** Merida tells him.

"She's also the best that team's got." Jack adds.

"Ohhhhh," Olaf says. "She sounds wonderful!"

I look at Elsa. "Seen her?"

"Once," she answers.

"Point her out for me?" Rapunzel asks.

Elsa nods and smiles. "Of course."

Hiccup continues to frown and crosses his arms over his chest. "You guys suck."

Flynn looks at Jack and the two smile. "You could always go sit with Wesleton." Flynn suggests.

"Don't worry," Jack says. "We won't judge."

I laugh as Hiccup continues to glare at them. I notice now that the stadium has filled up for the first game of the football season. "Game's starting," Rapunzel says looking towards the field, where our football team stands huddled.

The smile on my face grows as an announcer's voice speaks through the speaker system. "Ladies and gentlemen, are you ready?" The crowd fills with cheers, and I cheer along with them. "Playing for the home team are the Walney High Mighty Mice." More cheers as the football team runs to their positions, and our mascot, Mickey Mouse, comes out. "And visiting are the Wesleton Academy's Reindeer." The other side of the stadium fills with cheers from the visiting school as their mascot runs on the field.

The pep band begins playing our school fight song. Mickey dances along. I feel so bad for those guys in the mascot uniform. Think about how hot it must be in there. Gross...

It is now after half time, and the Mighty Mice are still going on strong.

Hiccup spends the entire game staring at who I assume is Astrid. But who knows? Everyone looks the same in their uniforms and helmets. Only difference is the color of the uniforms. Our school has blue and silver while the opposing team has red and gold. Merida tries to explain the game a few times, but he is clearly tuning her, and the rest of the world, out.

Rapunzel and Flynn cuddle into each other and watch everything unfold. Seriously? Is there any place that they don't act all cuddly? He'll lean over and whisper something to her and she'll giggle in response.

Elsa and Jack seem to be getting along. Jack hasn't stopped smiling once. Pretty suspicious, but he's probably just happy that we're winning 23 to 19. Elsa seems happy too. She's not as icy as she normally is with a big group. Weird, huh? I shrug and turn to Olaf.

"Isn't this cool?"

"Sure," he says smiling. "Only, I have no idea what's going on."

"What have you been doing the entire game?"

"Watching Mickey," he replies. "That mouse has moves!"

I chuckle at him. "Yeah, but they don't compare with yours."

"You're right! I should become the new Mickey!"

"Olaf, that's not what I meant."

He stands up. "I'm going to go talk to the coach now!"Olaf starts going down the stairs to the entrance of the concession area.

"Where's he going?" Elsa asks.

"To go talk to the coach. He wants to be the next Mickey Mouse."

Elsa laughs. "Should we stop him?"

I shake my head. "No, he'd make a great mascot anyways." My stomach growls. Guess I'm hungry. "I'm going to go for a snack run. Anyone want anything?"

Hiccup ignores me, and Merida rolls her eyes. "Two hot dogs," she tells me.

"Large popcorn," Flynn says looking up at me.

"Water for me." Elsa adds.

"Anything sugary is always welcomed." Jack calls as I start walking.

"You guys owe me!" I call over the cheers of the crowd on account of Walney scoring a touchdown.

The game is almost over, and the lines are none existent. There are like three or four people down here tops. I start towards the concession stand to get our food when I hear someone call my name.

"Anna?" I turn to see. A male standing by the locker room entrance with a duffle bag slung over his shoulder and a giant reindeer head under his arm. He has blonde hair and an unmistakable big nose.

"Kristoff?" I say uncertainly. A smile spreads across his face, and his eyes light up. He starts walking over. He is wearing a pair of track pants and a plain gray t-shirt.

It would have been the perfect reunion if not for the fact that I tripped over my own feet and fell. Kristoff's face is one of pure terror, and he reaches out as if that will help. My fall is interrupted by a pair of arms wrapping around my waist, and suspending me in the air.

"Glad I could catch you, Anna." The voice belonging to the arms says.

I look up into familiar green eyes. Oh, no! Not him! His red hair and sideburns are unmistakable. Oh please could someone pinch me and tell me that I'm dreaming! Please no, no, NO! "Hans." **(Get it now?)**

* * *

><p><strong>Elsa's POV<strong>

"Hey," Jack says after Anna left. "Don't I owe you 20 questions?"

I smirk. "Why yes you do."

"Alright," he tells me. "Fire away."

I think about it. I can ask him anything, and I won't waste questions like he did last time. "What's your favorite movie?"

"That question's boring," he says smiling. "You can't laugh."

"I won't laugh, I promise." Why would I laugh?

He sighs. "Elf** (3)**."

I blink. Elf? The Christmas movie? "Explanation?"

"Well, ever since I was a kid, I loved the idea of Christmas and snow. And it's true even today, but I like it the most because of all the fun in it. You know? It really gives you something to laugh about when life sucks. That and Will Feral is hilarious in that movie."

I laugh. "I've never seen it," I admit. I remember Anna freaking out about it when it first came out and every Christmas since then, but I was never interested.

"What?" Jack asks, shocked. "You are going to see it. I have a copy back in my dorm you can borrow. Sound like a plan?"

"Sure, Jack," I say. "For you, I'll do it." Jack's checks tinge red and he rubs the back of his neck. "Um, have you ever cried during a chick flick?"

"Ah, staying to the movie theme are we?"

"Yes, now could you just answer the question?"

"HA!" He says smiling. "That's three questions! And yes I have."

"Whatever," I tell him rolling my eyes. "Which movie?"

"The Notebook **(4)**." I just stare at him. "What!? Merida and Mulan made me watch it during freshman year, and it was sad."

I let myself laugh. "Hey, I'm not judging. Favorite superhero?"

"I don't think I have one."

"I'm counting that as a skip."

He pouts. "Fine. It's not like these questions are hard to answer anyways."

"Excuse me?"

"That's six questions."

"Are you saying my questions aren't challenging?"

"Seven, and yes that's exactly what I'm saying." He says smirking.

"Fine." I say. "I'll change the difficulty." I think. I need a good, hard question. "Biggest fear?"

Jack's eyes instantly darken. "Should have saved that skip," he mumbles. "I'm petrified of my brother not remembering who I am. Next question." He clearly wants to change the subject quickly.

So I comply by asking, "Any pets?"

He smiles. "Sort of,"

"Sort of?"

"Yeah my foster-sister has a lot of birds, and they're always all over the place."

"Foster sister?"

"Yeah, I live with a foster family. North, Sandy, Tooth, and Bunny."

"Are those nicknames?"

"Yeah," he says smiling. "You're down to eight questions."

A foster family? A brother that won't remember him? My curiosity is increasing. "Do you like living with them?"

He looks away from me and at the field, where the Reindeer score. "I mean, don't get me wrong, I love them, but I miss my biological family."

Before I can even stop myself from thinking about it, I say, "What happened to them?"

Jack looks at me. His normally playful eyes are clouded with sadness. "Do you really want to know?" I nod. "I'll give you the short version. My mom, sister, brother, and I lived in this far away, always winter time suburb, and got to come here on a scholarship. Well, during school during second semester, I got a call that there was a family emergency. The doctors told me that my siblings were ice skating on this lake by my house, and the ice broke." I take an intake of breath. Jack is now looking at his hands in his lap. "My mom tried diving in to save them, but it was too late for my little sister. Mom was able to save Jamie, though. Neighbors heard the commotion and called an ambulance. Jessie was pronounced dead almost immediately, but Mom and Jamie were in critical condition. Mom, she didn't make it. But Jamie, Jamie pulled through." Jack rubs his eye with the back of his hand. "He's been in a coma since then."

I now notice that I had placed a hand on his shoulder. "I'm sorry, Jack."

He looks up at me with a sad smile. "It's fine," he says. "It feels good to talk about it."

"I am I the first person you told?"

"Here? Yeah."

"And you're scared that when Jamie wakes up, he might not remember you?"

He nods and rubs his eyes again. "Sorry," he apologizes.

"You don't have to apologize for feeling emotion." I look at him and smile. "Do you want me to change the subject?"

"You don't have to."

"I know," I say. "You can have my last two questions."

He smiles. "I'm pretty sure that's against the rules."

I shrug. "Who cares?"

"Way to use one of my questions," he teases. "Last one." He looks me in the eye. That playful gleam is back. He asks me something but I can't hear him over the noise of the crowd.

I look towards the scoreboard. Only a few seconds left in the game, and our team has the ball. The player is running towards the end-zone. I stand to get a better view. Jack follows my lead. We stand shoulder to shoulder as Walney High scores the winning touchdown. We won 46 to 43. I smile and jump up and down.

I do the first thing that comes to mind; I hug the person next to me... that just so happens to be Jack. He hugs me back as we cheer and scream with the rest of our school. And even when the stadium begins to empty out, Jack keeps me close, which brings the slightest pink to my checks.

I am on cloud nine. We won! And Jack is close, and I feel safe. Nothing could break this feeling. At least I thought nothing could.

Anna comes running back towards our seats, empty-handed with a guy following close behind her. "Elsa, Zel!"

"Anna! Where have you been?" Zel says. "We won!"

"I know! But listen," she looks at both of us. "He's back."

"Who's back, Anna?" I ask her confused.

And one word complete changes my mood from blissful to furious. "Hans."

* * *

><p><strong><span>I AM CONSIDERING ENDING THE STORY NOW THAT THIS CHAPTER IS FINISHED!<span>**

**I'm totally just kidding, but now that I have your attention, keep reading! I have a very important announcement to make! A reviewer left me a very special request, and I would be a douche if I didn't respond. This is the original review, "You see, I am from Venezuela and idk if you guys in america have known but we are currently at the verge of a civil war, for real check the #prayforvenezuela and #venezuela in Instagram its really insane, people have died and there are a lot of injured people because we have a corrupt government, it's a freaking dictatorship, so.. if you read my comment it would kind of help (since you have lots of people reading this story) if you advertise it when you update, we really need help to get this out and to show ALL the people we can outside our country since they blocked some channels and we just can get informed by social networks and the internet.. Please help SOS VENEZUELA." **

**I know that I may be young, but in my almost seventeen years of life, I have learned that opening up your mouth goes a long way. So please please please find it in your hearts to spread the word, send your prayers to Venezuela, and look into ways to help you. You guys are truly amazing fans, so I know that now you are at least curious about this. If you listen to anything I just typed, listen to this SPREAD THE WORD! I'll say it right here, right now: I, Protagonist009, will continue to spread the word in every one of my updates and social media sites. **

**#PrayForVenezuela**

**If you have anything similar to this or a completely different topic that you'd like me to put in a chapter, do not hesitate to leave a review or PM me. I will gladly comply.**

**(1) Daniel is Hans Christian Andersen's mother's partner's name.**

**(2) Frederick is Hans Christian Andersen's mother's partner's son's name.**

**(3) Don't own it. But I do love it :)**

**(4) Not mine... I've never seen it...**

**Freaking Hans stepping in and ruining everything! Damn you Protagonist009! Oh wait... That's me... **

**What did Jack ask Elsa? Why is Hans back? Does it matter? What caused Elsa to become so enraged at the end? Does it have to do with the past?**

**Most of these questions will be answered next time, so until then, stay classy, San Diego.**


	8. Hans Loves Anna?

**Most of the next chapters will just be fillers until I get to what **justafakeme** and I have planned for the story. Sorry if it annoys you, but I give you all permission to flame me.**

**But as a late St. Patrick's Day gift, here is an update. :)**

* * *

><p><strong><em>Previously<em>****_ "on" _**_Walney High**...**_

**_"Anna?"_**

**_"Kristoff?" I say uncertainly. A smile spreads across his face, and his eyes light up. He starts walking over._**

_**It would have been the perfect reunion if not for the fact that I tripped over my own feet and fell. Kristoff's face is one of pure terror, and he reaches out as if that will help. My fall is interrupted by a pair of arms wrapping around my waist, and suspending me in the air.**_

_**"Glad I could catch you, Anna." The voice belonging to the arms says.**_

_**I look up into familiar green eyes. His red hair and sideburns are unmistakable.  
><strong>_

_**...**_

_**Anna comes running back towards our seats with a guy following close behind her. "Elsa, Zel!" She looks at both of us. "He's back."**_

_**"Who's back, Anna?" I ask her confused.**_

_**And one word leaves her lips. "Hans."**_

* * *

><p><strong>Elsa's POV<strong>

Hans is back? Seriously? That creep is back, and he's already talked to my baby sister? "What do you mean Hans is back?" I ask her.

"Look, I'm pretty sure you understand me. I'm speaking English!" She responds, flabbergasted. Anna always does get like this when we talk about Hans. "Let me say it again: Hans," she does a raspberry with her mouth. "Is," raspberry. "Back," raspberry. "Do," raspberry. "You," Raspberry. "Understand?" Raspberry. **(Shoutout goes to the person who can guess what TV show this is a reference to, and will be even cooler if they get the episode right.) **

Zel wipes her face. "Say it; don't spray it."

She ignores her and throws her arms in the air. "And I am freaking the freaking freak out!"

I put my hand up. "Relax. Just start from the beginning."

Anna takes a deep breath and looks around the stadium. "Can we please get out of here first? My head is killing me."

I nod. "Yeah," I now notice that Olaf, Hiccup, Jack, Merida, Flynn, Zel, and the guy standing behind her are still here. "We as in who exactly?"

Anna sighs. "Everyone. I'm on the mood for company. Let's talk about it, move on, and celebrate the fact that we just one the first game of our season."

"Where to?" Jack asks, as we all start going towards the exit.

"Who has the biggest room?" She says.

* * *

><p>We ended up going to the girl's dormitory. The lobby area of Anna's floor wasn't crowded so we ordered Chinese food and made ourselves comfortable on the one couch and two love-seats. Zel and Flynn sat in one of the love-seats while Merida and I sat on the other. Anna, the guy from the game, and Olaf sat on the couch in that order. Hiccup is sitting on the arm of the love-seat on Merida's side. Jack sits in front of me on the floor. His back against the side of the love-seat, and his head rests gently, barely touching, my leg.<p>

Flynn is on the phone with the Chinese place giving our order to the man on the phone. He finishes the conversation and returns his phone to his pocket. "The guy says it'll be here in fifteen minutes or it's free."

"Ok," Olaf says. "I'll be the one to point out the elephant in the room." He looks at Kristoff than at Anna. Olaf puts a hand over his mouth and whispers to her. "Who's the weird-looking guy?"

"I can hear you," he says.

"Shh!" Olaf hushes him. "I'm trying to talk to Anna."

Anna smiles. "This is Kristoff. We met on the first day. He goes to Wesleton. Kristoff, I think you remember Elsa, Rapunzel, and Flynn. But this is Olaf, Merida, Jack, and Hiccup."

"You guys ran into each other at the game?" Zel asks with a small smirk on her face and a raised eyebrow.

"Yeah," Anna tells her uncertainly. "Why?"

"No reason." She gives Anna a knowing smile. Anna rolls her eyes in response.

"Whatever, Zel. Kristoff was with me when he-who-shall-not-be-named showed up."_  
><em>

"You mean Hans?"

"Yes _him_," Anna says annoyed.

"An' jist fa exactly is Hans?" Merida asks her. **(And just who exactly is Hans?)**

"Yeah," Hiccup adds. "From the way you guys are talking about him, it sounds like a really bad breakup." He chuckles, then sees Anna's face. "And from the look on your face I can see that I hit it right on the money." He laughs nervously and scratches the back of his neck.

Jack snaps his head towards him and glares. Hiccup puts his hands up in defeat.

"Just tell us what happened." I tell Anna.

"Well, yeah, Hiccup. You hit it spot on. It was totally messy breakup. But not because it was, you know, like how he broke up me. It was the reason." Kristoff puts a hand on her shoulder. Anna looks at him and smiles, bashfully. "Well, it all started in eighth grade at an awards ceremony..."

* * *

><p><strong><em>Flashback Anna's POV <em>**

_"Elsa, can I just go home?" I say to her tugging at the side of my green dress. "I didn't even want to come to this stupid élite ball."_

_She turned to face me. "Please stay for me? This award is really important to me, and I'm really nervous as it is." Elsa had won some big scholar award thing during the last semester of her freshman year. It got her two tickets to a ball where the award would be presented and a big fat scholarship to any college of her choosing. Aunt Primrose and Uncle Thomas were busy, and Flynn was driving out to meet Rapunzel for a date, so that left me the only contender as Elsa's date._

_"Fine, I'll stay." Her expression instantly lost signs of her worrying. "But only for you." _

_"Thanks," she tells me as she scans the large room for the table we're assigned to. "Who knows? Maybe you'll have fun."_

_"I seriously doubt that," I mumbled as we sat down._

_Dinner went on, deliciously, with nothing exciting. The other table occupants make small talk with Elsa and I. After dinner, the awards are presented. Elsa accepted her award, and I cheered loud enough to make sure she turned bright red. The rest of the time is meant for socializing and dancing on the bright dance floor of the room. The other people at our table left to go fellowship with others._

_"That's Mr. Bender. I'm going to go say hi to a few teachers, OK?" _

_I wave her off with my hand. "Go have fun you crazy kid. I'll be here." Elsa smiles at me, and I smile back. She begins to move across the room and I feel my smile disappear. _

_Don't get me wrong. I love my sister, I really do, but school events and I just don't go together. That and it's not even my school! Not yet anyway. I'm still an eight grader, well for about four more months anyways, and after this summer, I would be a freshman at Corona High School. But that's not till next fall! And until then, I knew absolutely nobody in the room. Makes you feel like a total loser. _

_As I glance around the room, a stranger across the room catches my eye. Let me rephrase that: a beautiful stranger. _

_He is tall, fair skin, green eyes, darkish red hair, and side burns. A smile slowly finds its way to my lips. He is absolutely dashing. This beautiful creature suddenly glances up at me, and we make that awkward stranger eye contact. But then, he smiles at me. And it's like it's just me and him, smiling at each other. _

_But it is at that moment that a fast paced song comes on, and young, and old, people in the room flood the dance floor. I frown. I lost sight of that cute guy. I strain my neck to look for him again, but with no results. Oh, well. I decide to go check out that dessert table, but that means crossing the dreaded dance floor. Shudder. Clumsy, remember? Dancing and I don't mix very well. _

_I manage to cross the floor with the table in sight. But as I am about to make it cross the tiles and back on the hardwood floor, someone bumps into me. Roughly, I am thrown off balanced and falling when a pair of strong arms wrap around my torso, catching me. I look up into the most gorgeous green eyes I have ever seen. It's him! The cutie from across the room! I'm totally freaking out!_

_"Glad I caught you," he says, in a smooth voice. _

_"Yeah," I reply, breathlessly. "Thank you."_

_He helps me back up to my feet as the song changes once again. This time a slower one fills the room. My mystery guy keeps his arms around me and begins dancing along with the music with me. Not good!_

_"I don't really dance."_

_"It's ok," he tells me. "Just let me lead."_

_I nod my head, getting lost in those beautiful eyes. I break contact to watch my feet move in time with his. _

_"I'm sorry," he says, suddenly, and I look back up at him. "I haven't even introduced myself. I am Hans Isle, and you are?"_

_"Oh, I'm Anna Arendelle."_

_"Well, Anna, may I just say that you are the most beautiful girl I have ever met."_

_I feel my cheeks heat up and I quickly look away. I mumble a quiet, "Thank you." and hear him chuckle lightly. The song ends, and our feet stop moving, but Hans's hands do not move. I look back into his green orbs. He smiles._

_"Do you want to go outside?"_

_"Outside?"_

_"Yeah, there's this garden out there that is breathtaking." _

_I feel myself nod, as he grabs my hand and leads me out the double glass doors into a garden. He is right; it is breathtaking. The flowers are in full bloom, despite the darkened sky. There are lights all around and a fountain in the center of it all. "Wow," I manage to say. "This is incredible." _

_Hans and I spent the rest of the night talking by the fountain. He had just finished telling me a story about how his brothers had blamed him breaking the window of a police station that was near his house. He had to spend a night in prison. _

_I laugh. "So you have twelve brothers."_

_"Yeah," he says, chuckling. "Twelve. Two of them pretended I didn't exist until I was ten."_

_"And you're the youngest?"_

_"No _**(I changed this for the story)_._**_I am the fourth youngest. The twins and baby Benjamin are younger than me."_

_"That's __insane! Must be pretty crazy at your house."_

_"It is," he stops and looks at me seriously. "You should meet them."_

_"What?" Meet his family? That's kind of serious... What is he implying?_

_"I mean, well, I, um, kinda want you to meet them."_

_"Really?" Wow! Meeting Hans's family sounds awesome! This is the first time I've ever hung out with a boy who doesn't think I'm just a friend._

_"Yes," Hans says. "And, to be honest, I want to see more of you."_

_I smile. "Ok, can I just say something crazy?"_

_Hans smiles back. "I love crazy."_

_"All my life, I've been ignored. But with you,__ everything is different. It's like the pain is gone."_

_He puts a finger under my chin and tilts it up, and I feel myself blush. __"I feel the same way! It's like, with you, everything is different."_

_"And it's like, I'm not afraid of being shut out."_

_"I would never shut you out," he says smiling, sincerely. _

_"I know you wouldn't," I tell him._

_"Can I say something crazy?" I nod. He looks up at me and thinks for a moment. "Will you date me."_

_And without any hesitation, I say, "Can I say something crazier?" He nods. "Yes."_

_A giant grin spreads across his face and his eyes flicker to my lips. Slowly, he leans in towards me. And like some magnetic force, I do the same. My eyes flutter shut as our lips meet. The kiss is short and gentle, but that doesn't make it any less sweet or magical. In the short time that our lips were connected, electricity spread through my entire body, and sparks flew. But as quick as the kiss had begun, it was over. Hans pulled away first and smiled at me._

_I smiled back. "Wow," I breathed out. _

_"Can I see you again tomorrow?"_

_I am in a complete blissful mood when I answer, "Yeah,"_

_"Great," he pulls out his phone. "Let's just exchange numbers and talk about it."_

_And we do just that._

* * *

><p><em>Since the party, Hans and I had been inseparable. We spent time after school, before school, and the weekend. Now, two weeks later, Hans invited me to meet his family. He says Sunday night dinner is a big deal in his house. Hans also told me that he had a big surprise for me that night. <em>

_Elsa was completely doubtful of the ordeal. "I still think you're too young to be thinking of a boyfriend, Anna," she told me countless times after I had announced the news to Zel, Elsa, Aunt Prim, and Uncle Thomas._

_But I ignored her. What did she know anyways? All the guys at her school referred to her as the snow queen because of how icy she acted towards any guy who asked for the time of day. _

_Hans and one of his older brothers came to pick me up. There I was greeted by his mother, Marry, and his father, Christian. During dinner, I sat in between Hans and one of the twins, Daniel. The food was delicious, and I told Marry that countless times. It was there that I was also introduced to all twelve brothers: (in order from oldest to youngest) Christian II, Jacob, Mason, Ethan, William, Liam, Noah, Alexander, Daniel, Frederick, and Benjamin._

_At the end of the night, right before I was supposed to be leaving, Hans called me into the front room of his huge house. It was empty beside us and the furniture, and Hans sat down with me on a small couch and took my hands in his. _

_"Anna, I know that we've only known each other for a short time, but it's felt like an eternity. I think your amazing, and I think that I am falling in love with you." He pauses. I look deep into his green eyes, filled with sincerity and warmth. "I want to make sure that you are always going to be mine." Hans continues to hold my hand as he slides off of the couch and on the floor. He now is on one knee in front of me, reaching into his pocket. He produces a small ring box and opens it to reveal a simple silver band with a small green gem in the middle. "Anna Arendelle, will you accept this promise ring, in hopes that one day I will exchange it for a real engagement ring?"_

_I am so filled with happiness! Hans wants me to promise to always be his. Anna Isle? Has a nice ring to it! I can't believe it! He's so sweet! How could I ever say no to something like this? "Yes!" I tell him with a huge smile on my face. A grin spreads across his face as he slips the ring onto my left ring finger. I throw my arms around his neck in a tight hug. "This is the best day if my life," I whisper against him._

_"Mine too, Anna," he tells me as he snakes his arm around my waist._

* * *

><p><em>The next day, I got a text from Hans. It read, "Hey Rachel, can't wait to see you later ;)" I am confused. The last time I checked, my name was Anna, and Hans had basketball practice, so I wouldn't be seeing him until tomorrow. <em>

_"What are you talking about?" I sent him back._

_He responded immediately. "Sorry Anna. Must've sent that to the wrong #"_

_"Ok?" I can't ask him who Rachel is without sounding like an obsessive girlfriend... but that winkey face is mocking me. "Who's Rachel?"_

_"My cousin. She's staying with us while visiting." _

_"What happened to b ball?"_

_"There is none... I didnt want u to get jealous that Im hangin out with her and not u."_

_Jealous? Do I seem like the jealous type? No, no! It's fine! He can hang out with other people and not me. I'm totally ok with that! "Im not I swear. Tell her hi for me."_

_"Will do. Gtg. :*"_

_"Bye. 3"_

_I put my phone down. I felt terrible. He lied to me because I made him feel like he had to! I'm such a bad girlfriend! How could I do that to him? I have to make it up to him!_

* * *

><p><em>The next day I had figured out how I would make it up to him; I'm going to make him a surprise picnic! It's going to be totally amazing! I'll set it up in his backyard and wait for him to show up after school today. He said that there really was basketball practice tonight, so it would take him longer to get home. Since we're in the same grade level, I texted the twins to help me out last night.<em>

_"Hey, Frederick and Daniel, planning a surprise picnic for your bro. Think u could help?"_

_"Sure, we'll help you set it up," was Daniel's text._

_"We'll make sure no ones home for u," was Frederick's reply._

_"Thanks."_

_And so here I am. Sitting on an old quilt in the Isle's backyard waiting for Hans to get home. Daniel had come out and sat with me._

_"You sure you're ok out here?" he asked._

_"Yeah," I reassure him. "It shouldn't be that long, and I'll just work on homework or something until he gets back."_

_He smiles at me. "Alright, if you're sure."_

_Frederick then comes out of the house using the glass sliding door leading from the kitchen to the backyard. He holds a can of soda, and as he approaches, he tosses it to his brother who catches it. "Ready?"_

_"Yeah," Daniel says, standing. "We'll be down the street at a friend's house if you need us."_

_Frederick smirks. "Like they will," he wiggles his eyebrows suggestively. "They'll be enjoying time alone." I feel my cheeks heat up at this. _

_Daniel hits him on the shoulder, "Freddy, you're a moron."_

_Frederick sticks his tongue out at him and says in a mocking voice, "I know you are but what am I?" _

_I laugh at them. The twins are complete opposites, and they're always bumping heads. I remember what Hans told me about Rachel staying with them. "Is it weird to have another girl around?"_

_"Another?" Freddy asks._

_"Mom's the only girl in the house." Daniel adds._

_"What about Rachel?" I ask, confused._

_"Rachel?" Freddy says, confused. "Who the hell is Rachel?" They both give me the same face of confusion._

_"Your cousin?" I say more as a question than an answer._

_Freddy looks at Daniel shocked. "We have a cousin named Rachel?" _

_Daniel looks up in thought. "I don't think so." He then looks at me. "Where'd you get an idea like that?"_

_"It's just that Hans told me," I pause. "Nevermind, it's not important." _

_Freddy shrugs and looks at the time on his phone. "We should get going, Dan. Hans is going to be home soon, and I don't want to be around for a love-fest." He pretends to shudder._

_Dan punches him in the arm. "Knock it off." The two start walking back into the house, and I am alone._

_However, this loneliness doesn't last very long. A familiar head of red hair is at the entrance of the kitchen. Has that hand always been there? Wait, hand? I look closer through the sliding glass door. There is my Hans leaned against the door frame of the kitchen entrance with a hand in his hair. I follow the hand with my eyes to its arm then to the torso, and it is way too slender to be a guys. Hans, my Hans, is there in a heated make out session with somebody else. _

_Somebody that it isn't his girlfriend._

_Somebody that isn't me._

_Cheater! Liar! He told me he cared about me!_

_I feel anger building up in my chest as tears pool out of my eyes. Just then, the two separate for air, and Hans sees me over her shoulders. His face darkens and a sick, evil smile graces his lips as he looks right at me. _

_That did it. Tears freely pour out of my eyes and slide down my cheeks. I scrunch my eyes shut and take a deep breath. I will not cry in front of that scum. I grab my book-bag and the bowl of my aunt's homemade potato salad. I start walk towards the door, and Han's eyes flicker in fear as he watches me. _

_When I am close enough, I allow the bowl to fly out of my hands and hit the window. The potato salad covers most of the glass and the bowl shattered against the impact. That's fine let Hans clean it up. I walk with my head held up high through the door, past him, and to the front door. Hans's eyes and that girl's are on me the entire time. _

_It is as I am turning the doorknob that Hans speaks. "What do you think you're doing?"_

_"Leaving," I say without looking out him._

_He snorts. "Leaving that here?"_

_I whip around and look at him, hard. "Since you're so good at making messes, I thought you'd love the practice at cleaning them." Where did that come from? All I really want to do is curl into a ball with a tub Ben & Jerry's, a spoon, and a box of tissues._

_He rolls his eyes. "Oh god, just get over yourself, Anna."_

_"Well you already did," I say, my confidence is loosing its edge. _

_"Yeah, I did." He looks at the girl and back at me. "And she is a thousand times better at _everything_ compared to you."_

_Hurt reflects in my eyes. He sees this, and his evil grin gets bigger. "You want to know why? Why I choose her over you?" He searches my face, but I don't look at him. "Because I was only using you as a distraction. And when somebody funnier, prettier, and more talented comes along, you have no significance to me."_

_My eyes are filling again. "I though you loved me," I say in no more than a whisper, but he still hears._

_"Oh, Anna, nobody loves you, especially not me."_

* * *

><p><strong>This isn't as long as I wanted to make it, but I wanted to get an update out tonight, so I shortened it. <strong>

**Don't forget to leave a review, favorite, and/or follow me or the story. **

**As someone once said, "Reviews are drugs, and I am a junkie."**

**Until next time me amigos!**


	9. Response to Reviews

**Heyo! Sorry if you thought this was an update... But there's one coming soon ;)**

**So I have recently hit 142 reviews, and that's like a really big deal for me. I thought I'd take this time to personally thank every single one of you. No, this is not an author's note. It is a response to the many reviews I've received. **

**Let's get started.**

Sarcastronaut** I am sorry to disappoint you but there will be no MerHiccup. I really am sorry, but I'm more of a HiccupXAstrid shipper. I will try to work out some kinks. Secondly, LOVE YOUR NAME! Sarcastronaut! Freaking brilliant!**

KC Pendragon **I know that I already responded to this review in a PM, but you should know that when I reread your review I started laughing. I think that I might just bring back Pitch in a the next update. But he will be a pretty important later.**

InkedOnyx ***flips hair* thanks for noticing how cute I am :)**

Dragowolf **Yeah! I hope you liked the most recent chapter with those little hints of Jelsa.**

wisegirl2911 **1) No love triangle. Olaf is there more for comic relief and because I just really love Olaf. 2) I'm glad you liked it I love her too, and you'll be seeing more of her in the distant future ;) 3) He might. I haven't really thought about it. 4) Right!? He's freaking awesome! I'm going to bring in the Lost Boys too 5) Thanks 6) Chapters 6 to chapter 9 (when it's updated)**

ElementalLady **Thank you :) I'm really glad that you like Mulan. Check the response directly above this. ;) You may like what you read.**

Sah bee **Thanks I do what I can**

Guest (chapter 5) **lol I'm glad that you think so :)**

Dragonwolf **Oh snap! A second review? You're wonderful! You're definitely right about Anna and Jack getting into more trouble as the story progresses.**

Miki Fubki **XD Thanks **

Guest (chapter 5) **I love you more!**

Mewki **It wasn't _that_ tense. I'd describe it as carefree.**

onsoranote5 **I know it seemed kind of rushed but *shrug* it works**

Phoenix **Of course I like you! You left me a review :) Never apologize for yelling. Cause it's awesome!**

Vampess **That's what I was going for =) **

jjuliz **I hope that the subtitles helped.**

Guest (chapter 5) **:) I shall upgrade just for you**

Guest 13579 **First of all, thank for not just leaving the name as "Guest". That's so annoying to me. I want to make it a long chapter fic, so you will not be disappointed.**

candyandfanfics **Thank you. I hope that you continue to love this fic as it continues**

Haileyms **That was my exact problem! That's why I wrote my own :) I'm sorry your comment came so late. *Hits hand* bad author!**

Asinglelemondrop **I can feel your love :3 **

Phoenix **You got it, faithful reviewer :)**

Pirulina **As long as you don't say _my _name... I'll help...**

ElsaFrostPieterse **I hope you enjoyed that chapter and the many more to come **

UFO **;) That's chapter 7**

xoxomellowwings45xoxo **lol thanks :) do what I can when I can **

X-Get-Loud-X **I hope that you enjoyed the amounts of Jelsa and Kristanna I'm trying to keep them balanced out, but I haven't decided which couple will get together first.**

Guest (chapter 2) **No it was not... sorry to ****disappoint**

Emma Everdeen **That thought did cross my mind ;) But I'm not giving anything away. Thank you for those encouraging words. ****  
><strong>

Immortal-99 ***nods head* hey**

frozenR.O.T.G ***shrugs* I try. I think I may do this story throught Anna's senior year, but I don't know yet.**

Mewki **Haha! I was hysterical writing that part! I could totally just picture Elsa trying to stay all refined and then just getting super frustrated and screaming. *wipes tear from eye* Ah, good times.**

Guest (chapter 5) **Listen 100th reviewer, I must reward you in someway. Claim your prize brave soul!**

Phoenix **Can I just say that you are one of my favorite reviewers? You're wonderful :)**

bubblegum123dftba **I love my face too :3 I'm glad that you like this story so much. That makes me really happy. Reviews like this one make me want to write for days straight without end, which is what I might just do this week since I'm on break.**

Inkweaverzyx88 **Thank you for that insanely flattering compliment :) btw LOVE that profile picture **

Eracion317 **lol I was trying to make it seem like there was a love triangle there but nope. Hiccup's got Astrid, so all is well in the world. And if I were ever to do that with Hans I would hate myself.**

Demonic Jeirin **and **Guest (chapter 6) **You got it :)**

Rhiannon Nicks **and **sparkles022811 **Thank you :) I will try to include some more fluff to increase the cuteness levels.**

markwyldespinebuster **I'll be writing **

Nayana **Just for you, love :) **

Guest (chapter 7) ** LOL it's a bit of my own personal flair **

Sah bee **I "borrowed" it from the movie Anchorman. LOVE THAT MOVIE!**

Mewki **Just you wait for some new updates ;)**

XxPandaLovexX **I shall stay awesome! :) Did you remember what you were going to say?**

Phoenix **Hey again :D I guess I'll just have to watch the Notebook to truly understand it**

FrozenWinterFrost **Oh no! Did chapter 8 make you feel better? If not maybe chapter 9 will ;)**

Pie **PIE!**

Shimmer Shine **Loved the "Sleep on it..." at the end. Don't worry; I've already planned out when and why Elsa will tell Jack about it. Hint hint it will happen in a moment of comfort. (from 8) Yes, yes he is**

7upvodka **and **Guest (chapter 7) **and **Me (chapter 8) **Will do :)**

Willow Pierce **Thank you I shall try my hardest :)**

Hybrid301 **and **white wolf of haafingar **and **desgirl28 **YESSSSS! MY FAITH IN HUMANITY HAS BEEN RESTORED! THANK YOU :) buuuuuut **Hybrid301 **got it first **

Haileyms2 **I'm glad that you get so excited :) That makes me very happy**

Bleep Bloop1 **;) Maybe. I'll give you this though. One of those guesses is spot on.**

Mewki **It's ok! Because now you hate Hans and so does the rest of the world**

Mowi **and **Guest (chapter 8) **I got you ;)**

Guest (chapter 8) ***whimpers* Yes, sir/mam'!****  
><strong>

Phoenix **You already are cool! You've reviewed on like every chapter :)**

Central Italy **It is not... sowii **

Me **wait till chapter 9 ;)**

justafakeme **I FREAKING LOVE YOU Thank you for your never ending support and flow of ideas. Honestly, if not for your help, I would be in a massive rut and updates would be every two months. THANK YOU THANK YOU THANK YOU!**

**Alright that's all I got. But I would like to give a shoutout to **Phoenix **and **justafakeme **they have been here since chapter 1 and are just freaking amazing! But I LOVE YOU ALL! **

**Until next time, don't bite out anybody's throat unless of course you're protecting your son. Then, it's a little less inhumane.**


	10. An Ultimate Tickle Fight

_**Previously on **Walney High**... (That sounds super dramatic... :D)**_

_**"Well, it all started in eighth grade at an awards ceremony..."**_

_**...**_

_**"I am Hans Isle. And you are?"**_

_**"Oh, I'm Anna Arendelle."**_

**_"Well, Anna, may I just say that you are the most beautiful girl I have ever met."_**

**_..._**

**_The next day, I got a text from Hans. It read, "Hey Rachel, can't wait to see you later ;)" I am confused. The last time I checked, my name was Anna._**

**_"What are you talking about?"_**

**_He responded immediately. "Sorry Anna. Must've sent that to the wrong #"_**

**_"Ok? Who's Rachel?"_**

**_"My cousin. She's staying with us while visiting."_**

**_..._**

**_"Is it weird to have another girl around?"_**

**_"Another?" Freddy asks._**

**_"What about Rachel?" I ask, confused._**

**_"Rachel?" Freddy says, confused. "Who the hell is Rachel?" They both give me the same face of confusion._**

**_"Your cousin?" I say more as a question than an answer._**

**_Freddy looks at Daniel shocked. "We have a cousin named Rachel?"_**

**_Daniel looks up in thought. "I don't think so." He then looks at me. "Where'd you get an idea like that?"_**

**_"It's just that Hans told me," I pause. "Nevermind, it's not important."_**

**_..._**

**_Hans, my Hans, is there in a heated make out session with somebody else._**

**_Somebody that it isn't his girlfriend._**

**_Somebody that isn't me._**

**_..._**

**_"I though you loved me," I say in no more than a whisper, but he still hears._**

**_"Oh, Anna, nobody loves you, especially not me."_**

* * *

><p><strong>Present time Elsa's POV<strong>

"And the snake the same thing to me today when he caught me as I fell." Anna pauses. "Again." Kristoff's arm had somehow found its way around her shoulder as she leans against him rubbing her eyes.

Merida says, angrily, "Why 'at nae gud son ay a," **(Why that no good son of a...)**

Hiccup interrupts her, "What Merida means is, that's really messed up."

Olaf nods in agreement. "It's just so terrible!" He throws his arms in the air, dramatically.

"'At's some breakup story." **(That's some breakup story.) ** Merida says.

"Breakup? No, I was talking about the potato salad! Such a waste of good food," Olaf tells us shaking his head.

Anna laughs, weakly. "Yeah, it was."

"I don't know about you guys, but I think now is the perfect time to go set Hans's dorm on fire." Rapunzel says. We all just stare at her, surprised. My cousin is not a violent person. Flynn looks at her with his mouth hanging wide open. "What? I've hated that guy for a long time."

Flynn smiles and embraces her. "I knew I was rubbing off on you!"

Anna laughs again. "Thanks again for doing this. You guys are the best."

Jack shrugs from his place on the floor. "Yeah, I know I am."

Merida hits him on the head. "Dorn't lit it go tae yer head, big shot." **(Don't let it go to your head, big shot.)**

I smile at the two bickering as Jack mutters something about Merida's hair being bigger.

"Hey," Flynn says, from the love-seat. "I love a sad breakup story as much as the next guy, but my leg has been asleep for the last 20 minutes. I gotta stretch."

Anna smiles at this. "Let's get out of here."

Hiccup shrugs. "We could always go,"

Merida interrupts, "Ah swear if ya say Westleton, I'm gonna teel her myself." **(I swear if you say, Westleton, I'm going to tell her myself.)**

Hiccup turns red at this and puts his arms up in surrender. "It was just a suggestion, sheesh."

"Where to?" Jack says, standing up and grabbing his trash from our late lunch."

"I know a nice park, secluded, quiet, great for Frisbee," Kristoff suggests.

Flynn gets excited. "You play ultimate?"

"It's one of my favorite sports," Kristoff tells him.

Flynn's eyes light up and he pulls on Zel's hoodie sleeve. "Can we go? Please, please, please?"

She rolls her eyes at him. "You have my permission." She turns to Kristoff. "Got a Frisbee?"

He nods. "There's one in my truck."

"Lead the way," Anna says, as we gather our trash and head for the exit. "I don't want to think about Hans anymore."

"Hans who?" I ask her.

She laughs at this and wraps her arm around my shoulders. "That's why your my favorite sister."

I roll my eyes but continue following our large group to Kristoff's truck.

* * *

><p><strong>No POV<strong>

The nine teens arrive at the wonderful park. There were miles of green grass and a small hill. There was a large oak tree and a small picnic bench underneath it. Attached to a nearby tree are two metal swings.

"This is awesome," Anna says when she sees the park.

"Yeah, it's pretty cool here." Kristoff says.

"Enough talk," Flynn says. "Let's talk about strategy. There are nine of us. Four on five, and I got dibs on reindeer."

"Eugene," Rapunzel says.

"Fine." He responds. "How should we do it"

"Four on five works, I guess." Hiccup tells the group.

Elsa speaks up. "You guys can count me out. I'll keep score, and it'll even out the teams, anyways."

"What?" Jack exclaims. "You have to play at least one game!"

"No I don't." She replies, stubbornly.

"Come on, Elsa." Anna pleads. "One game. It'll be fun!"

"Fine. One game."

The group had divided themselves in two teams of four and five. Elsa, Anna, Kristoff, and Flynn on one team, and Rapunzel, Olaf, Hiccup, Jack, and Merida on the other.

"We'll play traditionally and say every touchdown is worth one point. We'll go until a team makes it to 10. Sound good?" Kristoff says to the group. Everyone nods in agreement.

"You're going down Blondie," Flynn threatens. She only rolls her eyes in response.

* * *

><p>"How the hell did you guys beat us!?" Flynn asks, flabbergasted. "You have a walking skeleton on your team! No offense, Hiccup."<p>

"None taken," the said boy answers, sarcastically.

"Eugene, honey, you lost, just let it go." Rapunzel tells him.

"No way! You guys obviously cheated!"

Merida gets closer to him. "Quit bein' a sair loser abit it! Ya lost!" **(Quit being a sore loser about it! You lost!)**

"Beginners luck," he mumbles.

"Hoo abit anither go? We'll kick yer butt again, pretty boy!" **(How about another go? We'll kick your butt again!)**

"Bring it on, Shirley Temple!"

"Count me out. You already used up your 'Elsa-play' card." Elsa says as she starts walking towards the picnic bench.

"Trade on of your players," Flynn tells Merida.

She narrows her eyes at him and nods her head towards Olaf.

Kristoff grabs the Frisbee. "Ready?" Anna takes off running towards their end-zone mark, Rapunzel's shoes. Flynn and Olaf try to block Merida and Jack as Rapunzel runs towards Anna. "Go!"

He launches the Frisbee towards the redhead, who jumps up to catch it. Flynn runs past her and makes himself open for the pass. Anna flicks the Frisbee at Flynn, but it comes up short.

"No!" Flynn yells as he dives for the Frisbee. Merida beats him to it.

"Hiccup!" She yells, as she throws it towards him. Hiccup passes it to Olaf. "Idiot! He's nae oan uir team anymair!" **(Idiot! He's not on our team anymore!)**

"Oops! Sorry!"

"Kristoff, heads up!" Olaf yells, throwing it to the said teen.

Kristoff catches and sends it sailing towards Anna. She dives for it and manages to catch it and land in the end-zone.

Anna throws her fist in the air. "Yes!" she cheers. "Touchdown!"

The rest of the game had gone on like that with laughter and Flynn and Merida's empty threats. Flynn's team had once again faced defeat. As he and Merida hashed it out, Hiccup and Olaf watch them to make sure nothing gets too heated. Rapunzel just kept telling Flynn to let it go and stop being such a sore loser. Jack had walked over to Elsa's bench and sat next to her, watching the redhead and brunette bicker.

Anna and Kristoff stand side by side as Anna says, "I'm sitting this one out, Kristoff."

Kristoff looks at her and frowns. "Why?" This day had been the most fun he's had in a long time, despite Anna's sad tale, and the said redhead was the very center of his great mood.

"I'm not good at passing. I bet it was my fault we loss," she replies, defeated.

Kristoff's eyes soften as he tells the girl, "It wasn't your fault. Hell, you got us our first touchdown."

"Yeah but it's my fault they got the winning pass."

He holds the Frisbee and says, "I'll teach you. Olaf," he calls. Olaf walks over to them.

"What's up?" the shorter boy asks.

"Think you could catch this for me?" Olaf nods eagerly and jogs away from the two ready to catch the Frisbee.

Kristoff pulls Anna to stand in front of him. He puts his hand on her hands. "You hold it like this," he pushes her fingers under his own around the Frisbee. "Then you turn your arm in, like this," with his hand still around hers, Kristoff guides it in the right direction. "And all that's left is to flick your arm straight out and let go," Kristoff says as he helps Anna do exactly that.

The frisbee flies from her hand and soars through the air past and past Olaf's head. "Wow," Anna says, as Olaf runs after the frisbee.

"I did it! I really did it!" Anna then turns her head to look up at Kristoff. The height difference makes the blonde teen look down at the shorter girl. The distance between their faces was mere inches. Anna smiled up at him, causing Kristoff to turn red.

The slender teen wraps her arms around Kristoff's torso. "Thank you!" she yells repeatedly.

Kristoff smiles down at her as he slowly wraps his arms around the girl. He cannot help but notice just how perfectly she fits in his arms. "It's nothing, Anna."

She pulls away and smirks. "With that throw, I'm ready for another game!" She turns to face Flynn and Merida who are still throwing jabs at each other. "Yo, Strawberry Shortcake!" Anna yells, as she grabs Kristoff hand and starts walking towards the rest of the team. Merida sends a glare towards Anna. "You're going down! Team Alpha-Super-Awesome-Cool-Dynamite-Wolf-Squadron**(1)** ASSEMBLE!"

Flynn had nodded at the girl and walked over to his team; Olaf ran as fast as his legs could take him to join back in on the fun.

"Jack! You in?" Hiccup yelled to the white-haired teen sitting on the bench with Elsa.

"Nah, I'm ok," he answers.

Hiccup shrugs in response. "Your loss."

As Hiccup, Merida, and Rapunzel played against Flynn, Anna, Kristoff, and Olaf, the two light-haired teens sat on the top of the picnic table with their feet on the seat.

* * *

><p><strong>Elsa's POV <strong>

"Tired already?" I ask Jack.

"No way! I have more energy than a group of toddlers," he answers, not taking his eyes off of the game. "I'd just rather hang back with you."

I force the rising color out of my cheeks and look at the game. I clear my throat before telling him, "I hope you're not too bored with me."

He turns to look in my eyes as he smiles. "I'll let you know if I can't handle any more." My head whips to face him. I playfully shove him in the arm, and he laughs in response. "I'm just teasing. I'm never bored talking to you."

I slightly smile. It is now that I remember that he was trying to tell me something before we won the game. "Hey, what were you trying to ask me earlier at the game?"

Jack's eyes flash from confusion to understanding and then to fear in a matter of seconds. He rubs the back of his neck nervously. "I don't remember wanting to ask you anything."

I narrow my eyes at him. He is obviously lying. "You don't," I ask, skeptically.

"Nope, not the slightest idea," his eyes shift nervously everywhere but to me. They land on something just behind my shoulder. "Hey is that a swing set! I'm going to go check it out." He quickly jumps off of the bench and runs towards the swing set.

Talk about avoiding the question. I roll my eyes but silently follow him to swings. "You can't swing away from the question," I tell him as I lean against the trunk of the tree.

"Quiet, Elsa!" He says, with that familiar glint of mischief in his eyes. "I'm trying to concentrate on swinging."

I laugh. "You're ridiculous."

"Maybe, but I'm swinging higher than you!" He teases.

I roll my eyes. "Not for long," I say as I sit on the swing next to him and push myself forward.

Before long, the two of us are high in the air. "Ha!" Jack says. "I'm still higher than you!"

"No way! I'm definitely higher than you are!"

As Jack comes back towards the ground, he pushes his feet down to give himself a boost to go even higher. "Not anymore!"

"That's cheating!"

He continues to push against the ground. Jack is now swinging so high that his feet hit the branch above us. "Someone is jealous!"

"Jack be careful! You're going to fall!"

"Relax, Elsa. I got th-" His speech is interrupted as the swing he is on hits the branch and knocks him off-balance. "Whoa!" He yells as he grabs a hold the branch and hangs on as the swing comes back down without him.

"Jack!" I put my feet down and stop my swing. I run to stand underneath him. "Just stay there, and I'll get the guys to help you down." I look up at his form. He is at least four feet above my head.

"It's cool, Elsa. Just move out-of-the-way."

"No! You're crazy!"

"Move out from under me. I don't want to fall you."

I comply with his request as he drops from the tree. Jack lands flat on his back and doesn't move after that. "Jack?" Nothing. "Jack!?" I kneel over him. "Come on, Jack. Get up!" I am getting worried. What if he is hurt? It was at least a nine foot drop. Is that dangerous? Or fatal!? Oh glob no!

Suddenly, two hands grab my sides and begin to tickle me. I yelp surprise and look down at Jack who is now perfectly fine and smirking. His hands do not stop tickling my sides and I hear my laughter come out from my throat. I try to pull away from him, But his hold tightens as he pulls me down and flips our potion so that he is hovering above me.

In between laughs, I manage to send him death threats as I beg him to stop. He finally does, and I glare at him. "That's not funny! I thought you were really hurt!"

He laughs. "I just couldn't resist."

I then notice our position. Jack his me pinned down underneath him, looking deep into my eyes. He has a shocked look in his eyes, as he too realizes it, but this look darkens, and he begins to lean closer to me. I smirk. Oh, I am definitely going to use this to my advantage. Even if my cheeks are really red... And I'm really confused... And holy crap! Is Jack trying to kiss me!?

As Jack continues to slowly lean in, I grab his arms and flip our position. Jack looks up at me bright red and shocked. "Did you just?" He smirks. "Oh, you've done it now, Elsa."

I match his smirk and begin tickling his sides. He laughs and squirm underneath me. Unfortunately, for me, he is a lot stronger than I am. Both of us end up thrashing around on the ground in a tickle fight. I am breathless as I lie down in the grass and stare up at the sky. Jack lays down next to me.

He laughs. "That was pretty awesome. You, Miss Arendelle, are the opponent."

I laugh at that comment. "I try."

Anna, Rapunzel, Olaf, Hiccup, Merida, Kristoff, and Flynn make their way towards us. Flynn and Rapunzel occupy the empty swings, and the others lie down on the grass with us all out of breath. The sun is beginning to set.

"Thanks for showing us this place, Kristoff." I tell him.

"No prob," he says. "I'm glad you guys had fun."

"You bet I had fun!" Olaf yells. "I have never had so much in my life. I've also never run that much."

Anna laughs. "Me either, but it was amazing."

"And we finally beat red-head over there," Flynn says.

"Yeah, an' it only took ye fower games." **(Yeah, and it only took you four games)**

Hiccup snorts. "Yeah, we were totally invincible!"

Kristoff joins in the jabs, "That move you pulled in the end was against the rules."

"Hey, nobody said we couldn't lift players on other players to get the Frisbee." Zel says from the swing.

"Why are you even complaining? We overlooked you guys literally throwing Olaf for a touchdown," Hiccup tells them.

"Whit dae ye pure techt we? ye got a moose in yer pooch coz th' lest time Ah checked, 'at was pure cheatin'!" Merida accuses. **(What do you mean 'we'? You got a mouse in your pocket because the last time I checked, that was pure cheating)**

"Whatever! You're just mad you lost." Flynn retorts.

"I love some good bickering as much of the next guy, but it's getting late, and I have a curfew." Kristoff says getting up.

"Yeah, I guess you're right, Kristoff." I say following his lead.

We had originally walked from Walney to the park. It was fine earlier, but now I regret the decision. It has gotten too cold for my thin cardigan, and I feel myself shiver.

"Whoa, there." Jack says to me. The two of us had ended up at the end of the group walking back to school. "Cold?"

"Just a little bit," I tell him and wrap my arms around myself.

Jack pulls his sweatshirt off from over his head and hands it to me, leaving him in a plain long sleeved, black t-shirt. I'm about to turn him down but my body shivers again. "Come on I insist, Elsa." He scratches the back of his neck. "I'm sorry about earlier. That whole falling out of the tree thing and everything after that. I shouldn't have done that."

"Why did you?"

"Heat of the moment? My guy instincts reacting to a beautiful girl," he pauses as his checks heat up. "I really should just stop talking."

"No, it's ok," I tell him. "It was weird, but whatever." He complimented me. I feel a small smile grace my lips.

"Thanks for be understanding," he responds.

We arrive back at the girl's dormitory entrance. I start taking off Jack's sweater to give it back to him. He stops me by putting his hand on my own. "Don't worry," he says. "Just hang onto it. I'll get it back later." Him, Olaf, Hiccup, and Flynn start walking away to the guy's dorms. "Goodnight," he calls over his shoulder. I wave to him and turn to watch Anna say goodbye to Kristoff.

"Thanks for everything, Kristoff," she says.

"No prob, Anna," he responds. "I have to get going, but I'll see you around?"

He begins to walk away, but Anna grabs his arm to stop him. "How are you so sure that we will? Today was a complete coincidence." Kristoff shrugs. Anna rolls her eyes and pulls her phone out of her pocket. "Just give me your number."

Kristoff follows her instructions. Anna then calls the number, and Kristoff's phone singles that he is receiving a call. "There," Anna says satisfied. "Not we have each other's numbers."

Kristoff just stares at her smiling. "Well, it is getting late. Goodbye, Kristoff. Get back to Westleton safely."

"Yeah, I will," Kristoff responds, snapping out of his trance.

Kristoff walks to his car while Anna, Zel, Merida, and I take to elevator. We part on Anna and Rapunzel's floor, and Merida and I travel in silence back to our room.

After we step into the room and turn the lights on, Merida looks at me in shock. "What?"

"Whaur did ye gie 'at sweater?" **(Where did you get that sweater?)**

I subconsciously grab the extra fabric of the sleeves that extends pasts my finger tips and look down at the blue sweater I am wearing. "Jack let me borrow it." Merida's eyes widen. Should I be worried or something? "What?"

"Nothing," she says, although it clearly is something. "It's jist 'at in aw th' years Ah hae knoon jack frost, he has ne'er lit anyain wear his sweater." **(It's just that in all the years that I have known Jack Frost, he has never let anyone wear his sweater.)**

"Really?"

"Really." By this time in our conversation, Merida has managed to change into a pair of pajama pants and sits on her bed.

"Dornt hink tay much abit it, Elsa. Ye main hae jist looked pure braw fur heem tae dae 'at fur ye." **(Don't think too much about it, Elsa. You must have just looked really cold for him to do that for you.)**

"Yeah," I nod. "I guess so."

"Will ye turn aff th' lecht? aam gonnae gie some shut yak." **(Will you turn off the light? I'm going to get some shut eye)****  
><strong>

"Yeah," I tell her as I swap my jeans for a pair of yoga pants. "Goodnight, Merida."

"'Night, Elsa."

I tuck myself into bed, exhausted, but sleep doesn't come. My mind is racing with a bunch of different thoughts all at once. Why would Jack let me use his "sacred hoodie"? Why is it so sacred? Why was he trying to kiss me? Was that even a kiss? What was he trying to ask me earlier? Did it have anything to do with what happened at the park? What do I think about all of this?

That last one caught me off guard, and as I lied in bed, listening to Merida's heavy breathing, it was all I could think about.

I mean sure I thought Jack was handsome with a great personality to match. But I only met him last month. I don't want to rush into anything when I am supposed to be here for school. But then I think of the way we hugged at the game and how safe I feel in his arms. And then way he smiles at me and the mischief in his eyes. I feel a smile make it's way onto my lips, as I drift to sleep

My school work has to come first... but that doesn't mean I may or may not be slightly falling for a certain white-haired boy.

* * *

><p><strong>And scene!<strong>

**Some Jelsa fluff for y'all and Kristanna too. It seems a little rushed, but I couldn't help myself :)**

**Props to **Hybrid301**, **white wolf of haafingar, **and **desgirl28 **who correctly got the tv show right. But higher props go to **Hybrid301 **who got it correct first _and _the right episode.**

**Sorry for getting your hopes up yesterday. It was pretty mean, but I wanted to thank you guys for making me the happiest author in all the world.**

**(****1) You know the drill. Guess this movie but this time you have to also say who said it! The dialog that this is said in is the funniest thing in that movie!**

Haileyms2 **OMG that just made me laugh really hard!**

LiMate **Stop your waiting! Here it is.**

Mermaid Lover **I love Regular Show! Had to throw it in somewhere :) And thank you for getting my The Walking Dead reference! I love meeting fellow TWD fans **

Pheonix **That's why you're the bestest!**

doubLL **Thank you so much ;) That was one of the greatest compliments I have ever received. I can't stand AU stories that change the entire character! It's called Alternate Universe NOT Alter the Character. As someone once said that I am too lazy to Google, "If it ain't broke, don't fix it!"**

sparkle022811 **lol I'm glad you like it :) I don't want to give too much but I also don't want to leave you hanging**

**Until the next chapter, hugs not drugs!**


	11. A Halloween Bet

**I'm soo sorry, ever loyal fans! I've had a lot going on these past weeks and even more on mind... BUT I'm here now! Expect another update very soon.**

**Around this point in our story, it is the day (Friday) before Halloween. Meaning, it is very late in October, and Jack has gotten his sweater back. Although, if I were Elsa, I would have kept it forever... :3**

**Now that I'm done being a creep, enjoy the next update.**

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV <strong>

I take a deep breath of the autumn air as I sit down at shaded picnic table in the courtyard. The air is filled with the sounds of crunchy leaves and a breeze that carries the musty smell across the area. The headphones in my ears carry the sweet voice of Hayley Williams fills my ears. After my last period today, I decided that it would be refreshing to work on an essay outside.

Pulling my laptop out of my bag and onto the table, I log and in and open a blank document. Ok, Anna, you can do this. It's going to be a piece of cake. Just finish your homework tonight and you have the rest of the weekend to relax and get free candy! Man, I love Halloween! And it's tomorrow! Ok, focus! All you have to do is just write an essay on... what is it again? Crap! Maybe I should have been paying attention in class... I'm screwed.

Someone taps my shoulder, and I pause my music and turn to face Elsa. "Hey little sis. Mind if I sit with you?"

"No," I tell her. "But if you know anything about something called an industrial revolution, I'd greatly appreciate that."

"Isn't that what your teachers are for?" she asks me as she sits across from me

I shrug. "Could be."

My sister rolls her eyes at me but begins to go into a detailed summary of the topic, giving me names of civilizations, dates, and words that I'm pretty sure are on my vocab list for the unit. Good grief! How does she cram all of this stuff in her head? And why didn't I inherit any of the brainiac gene?!

"Get it now?" She asks me when she finishes explaining.

I nod. "Enough to write this essay." I look away from my screen and at her. "Thanks, Elsa."

"No problem. So, I was meaning to tell you that aunt Prim and uncle Tomas want to come visit next weekend. It's not going to be for very long. You know, probably just dinner to catch up," as I am listening to Elsa, I see a familiar head of white hair creeping up behind her. Jack puts a finger to his lips and continues to sneak up on Elsa, Hiccup standing beside him rolling his eyes. "Let Zel know when you see her."

"Why can't you do it?"

"Seriously, Anna? You guys are roommates."

"So?"

"She's on a date with Flynn."

"BOO!" Jack yells from behind her while shaking her shoulders. Elsa doesn't even flinch.

"Hello, Jack. Hi, Hiccup," Jack looks at her with wide eyes. Hiccup snorts. I just gape at her as she keeps talking like nothing happened. "And, you know how she gets. She'll be back in the room late tonight."

I look from her to Jack and Hiccup, who are now sitting next to Elsa. "What are you?"

"What?" Elsa asks.

"You didn't jump!"

"Or flinch," Hiccup adds.

"Or scream," Jack supplies.

Elsa shrugs. "I don't scare easily, Jack."

Suddenly, someone grabs me from behind and screams, "Boo!" I let out a shrill shriek and jump. Elsa, Jack, and Hiccup laugh as I whip around to face a redhead doubled over in laughter. "Peter Pan!" I hit the teen in green as hard as I could. "You scared me to death!"

He puts his hand up in surrender, laughing, "I'm sorry, Anna! It was just too easy!"

"Guess you were going for the wrong sister, Jack." Hiccup says, calming down.

He smiles at me evilly, and I wave a threatening finger at him. "Don't even think about it, Frost." I turn my attention to the red head. "What do you want, ginger?"

Peter smiles. "Have you seen Flynn? I kind of locked myself out of the room and I need his key."

"You're out of luck," I tell him.

"What do you mean?"

Elsa chimes in, "He's on a date with Rapunzel."

Peter groans and plops down on the bench next to me. "Great," he groans. "I guess I'll just have to hang out with you guys until he gets back."

"Why can't you just ask the dean to unlock it?" Hiccup asks.

The teen frowns. "He told me the next time I asked him to open my door he'd give me a month long detention."

I laugh at him. Being Flynn's roommate, Rapunzel, Elsa, and I have hung out with the two boys off campus occasionally. As long I've known Peter Pan, he is always in detention, always in trouble. He's the only person I know that has had more detentions than me and Jack combined. It's really only because he's a prankster. He plays pranks on _everyone. _Teachers, students, deans of discipline, visiting parents, anyone with a pulse. Him the group of freshman he hangs out with call themselves the Lost Boys. Elsa thinks it's stupid, but I think it's pretty cool. It's like a prank gang, and the Lost Boys? Coolest name ever... except for maybe Anna... No, defiantly not as cool as Anna. "Why aren't you hanging out with the Lost Boys?"

"Detention," he replies. "I told them not to set off the stink bomb until after Mr. Sega left, but they wouldn't listen."

"Lost Boys?" Jack asks.

"My friends," he says, then looks at me. "You still haven't officially met them have you?" I shake my head. "Well, then that's what we're doing today."

"We?" Elsa tells him.

"Yeah, we. I told you, you're stuck with me until Flynn gets back." Peter says, confidently.

My phone buzzes as Hiccup tells him, "This should be interesting." and Jack asks, "Hey, weren't you the one who filled Mrs. Gerald's car with sand last weekend?" I check the new message and see that it's from Kristoff. _You busy?_

_No. Y?_

He immediately responds. _My roommate is kicking me out and im bored_

_Come over _

_Im really glad you said that :)_

That's weird... _Y?_

_I'm in the parking lot. Where are you?_

_Courtyard _

_Be there in 5_

I smile down at the phone. Kristoff and I had gotten super close since the ultimate game. We've been texting none stop and have hung out on and off each other's campuses. I look up to see Elsa staring at me and the guys amerced in Peter's story of an epic prank.

"What?" I ask her, confused.

"You're smiling," she says like it's so obvious why she's staring.

"Yeah, I do that sometimes." I tell her, sarcastically.

Elsa gives me an annoyed look, and responds, "What are you smiling about?"

I shrug. "Kristoff just text me." I look over her shoulder and wave over the lost looking blonde. "There he is now."

Elsa follows my gaze and watches Kristoff until he gets to our spot, exchanges greetings, and sits down next to Peter. Then she looks away and listens to Peter go on and on about his pranks.

"Speaking of pranks," Jack says looking at me. "I just remembered why I came over here. Hiccup is ditching me to go stalk Astrid-"

Hiccup interrupts with his arms crossed, "It's not stalking if you were invited."

"And Merida is going home to take her brothers trick or treating for the weekend so," Jack continues as if Hiccup didn't even speak, "I need a new partner in crime for tomorrow night."

I place my finger on my chin pretending to think. "A job, with Jack Frost, on Halloween... What is my job description?"

Jack smiles. "Scaring the pants off of people all night."

"Sounds fun. Let's do it!" I tell him and seal the deal with a high five.

Peter laughs at us. "You guys are funny."

The white haired teen looks at him confused. "We are?"

"You honestly think you're scary?"

I slam my laptop shut and put a hand on my hip. "Excuse me?"

"The Lost Boys and I have been planing Halloween pranks since last year. You guys won't have anyone to scare after we get done with them." Peter says, smugly.

I look at Jack. Who does carrot top think he is? "Is that a challenge I sense?" Jack asks.

"Guess so," Peter shrugs.

I smirk. "You're on."

"Wait," Hiccup says. "This is seriously happening?"

"Yeah," Peter tells us. "Which ever group scares the most people by midnight on Halloween-"

"Hold up!" I say. "It's just me and Jack, and there are like ten of you-"

"Seven."

"Whatever. That's not fair, cheater."

Peter shrugs. "Excuses, excuses."

I look at Jack with panic in my eyes. I don't doubt our combined abilities, but seven of them against two of us? They can scare more people at once than we can. I know that I can't step down, but this isn't going to end well. "I'll help." I look up and there is Kristoff looking at me with his big brown eyes and a shy smile on his face.

I smile back, brightly. "You will?"

He nods. "Of course. I mean, I have nothing better to do really," Ouch. Nothing better? "No, that's not what I meant. I meant to say that I wouldn't want to miss this for the world. Because, you know, you're gonna be there," His eyes widen, and he quickly adds, "And Jack and pranking and butt kicking," Noticing our confused looks he quickly says, "So what happens if we loose?"

"Nice awkwardness, Kris," Hiccup says. "But he does raise a good point. What are you going to wager?"

Peter and Jack exchange looks. "We could always do the classic," Jack suggests.

"You don't mean," Peter answers.

"Oh, but I do."

Peter considers this then smiles. "Alright I'm in," he says extending his hand. Jack shakes it.

"What is the classic?" I ask, confused.

Kristoff explains, "It's the most common used wager. Whoever loses becomes the others slave for a day."

"Oh," Of course they'd agree to something like that. I shudder. A slave for bunch of boys for an entire day sounds just plain gross. There is no way we can loose this. I narrow my eyes at the red head. "You're going down, Pan."

* * *

><p><strong>Now that that's done, a response to reviews:<strong>

OliviaLively **Awwww! Thank you :) I'm trying to keep it as original as possible, so it means a lot that you think so highly of it. You truly are awesome!**

Skychild101 **Well you know, he _is _the guardian of fun! You have to make him a great prankster :)**

Guest **I know right! It's about time!**

Unoriginal **I am so sorry, Grammar Nazi! It shan't happen again.**

Hybrid301 **Thanks :) And you are correct. Congrats :D**

Pirulina **I feel like that all the time! **

Skychild101 **lol I love that you reviewed on the past three chapters :) And Sam sounds hilarious! PS I'm glad that you liked that line so much.**

Bleep Bloop1 **CORRECT! :) Btw when you said "because of bloody Merlin" I started laughing so hard!**

XxpikichuxX **I'm glad you love this fic so much :)**

Haileyms2 **lol don't break anymore cups! It's a waste of glass. Thanks for putting me and my fic in your top two.**

Disney lovers 101 **Thank you :)**

justafakeme **You are the greatest! Thank you so so much!**

sunnydee12 **I will update more frequently, so you don't die.**

Fiji Anonymous **Thank you so much! This means a lot to me**

Phoenix **Maybe I will... ;)**

**This chapter is super, supper short but there will be a new update very soon. I mean after all, it _is _Friday... Well at least where I am :)**


	12. 31 to 29

**I'm back... Just like I said I would be :) Did you miss me? Good. You should have.**

**Well now there is a bet going on between the Lost Boys and Peter Pan and Jack, Anna, and Kristoff. Will Elsa join in? Who's going to win? What will happen next? Well, why are you still reading this? Just scroll down and see it yourself.**

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV <strong>

"Zel," I whisper. "Zel!" I say louder.

She jumps up in her bed. "What?" she says groggily.

"Lock up for me. I can't risk anyone getting their hands on my dorm key." I grab my black bag and flashlight from the desk chair.

Zel glances at the clock. "Anna," she tells me annoyed. "It is 3 AM. The only thing I am going to do is go to sleep."

"Come on, Zel. I can't lose this bet, and you know what they say; the early bird catches the worm."

The lump under the blankets rolls over and buries its head under the pillow. "Go away or go to sleep. Your choice." A few moments later, she's asleep.

"You suck. Believe me," I whisper grabbing my keys. "this is going to come back and bite me in the butt."

* * *

><p>I knock on the door lightly. "Jack, Hiccup, Olaf," I whisper. If I were to get caught by campus security in the boy's dormitory, I'd be in serious trouble. So I have to be quiet but fast. I knock a little louder. "Come on guys."<p>

I guess it was a good idea to dress in black. My black skinny jeans, tank top, hoodie, and combat boots help me hide myself in the shadows, but the sun will be rising before one of these dorks opens the door. I turn around with my back pressed against the door, looking around the hallway. Crap! There's someone coming this way! Oh glob! Glob! Glob! Glob! I press myself against the door trying to avoid his line of vision.

Wait a second. Wasn't there a door pressed against my back a millisecond ago. I gasp as I fall backwards onto the carpeting of Jack, Hiccup, and Olaf's dorm. A shirtless and very surprised Jack Frost stares down at me. Heat rushes to my face as my cheeks turn bright red. He closes the door quietly and extends a hand to help me up.

"Hey," I say, trying to look at anything but his exposed torso which, if I'm being completely honest, is very nicely sculpted. Like... just wow. Someone works out.

"Hey," he replies with a yawn. "What the hell are you doing here?" He pauses. "And why are you looking at me like that?" I look at his face then his chest and quickly back to his face. "Ohh..." He grabs a shirt from somewhere in the darkness and puts it on. "My bad."

"Whatever," I whisper noticing that Olaf is still asleep in the darkness, and Hiccup is glaring at me. "Hey, Hiccup," He mutters a string of what I guess are curse words in a different language and covers his head with a pillow. "We have some planning to do."

He yawns. "At 3 AM?"

"Yup."

Another yawn. "For what?"

"Today's Halloween."

His eyes widen and he smiles evilly. "Call Kristoff and wait here. Give me ten minutes to get ready. Then we'll head out." I nod and agreement.

Oh, yeah. Today's going to be a great day.

* * *

><p>Kristoff comes walking up to our spot in the secret park. "Told you I'd back soon with coffee." He distributes the three disposable cups of coffee with an extra shot of espresso. "Drink up guys. We're going to need caffeine for today."<p>

Once Jack was ready, we met up with Kristoff, and came to the secret park to plan. We'd been here for two hours already. I take a sip of the coffee and smile. "I think we're ready guys. Let's get started."

"Do you really think we can beat them?" Jack asks.

"Hell yeah!" Kristoff says, then yawns. "Just let the caffeine kick in first. Give me a debrief of their team again."

I nod and turn the notebook with our plans to a fresh page. "Peter will most likely be wearing green. He always does. He's the oldest and redheaded." I draw a stick figure to represent Peter then a bunny next to him. "This is where it gets easy. Unless, they're planning on breaking tradition, the rest of the Lost Boys all wear animal hats." I point at the bunny. "Nibs always wears a bunny hat. He's brave. Really brave. He's the guy they'll use to scare anyone that could get them in trouble." I draw a fox. "Slightly always has a fox hat. Super smart, strategies, but he's a know it all. Too smart for his own good."

"Good," Jack says, "That's a weakness."

I nod and draw two raccoon. "The twins: Marmaduke and Binky have raccoon hats. If they're not wearing the hats, they have the mask." I draw a bear. "Then there's Cubby, the bear hat. He's almost as big a trouble maker as Peter. But that's all I got."

"Where did you learn all this?" Jack asks.

"I met them once yesterday and dug up some information with freshman." I draw the last animal: a skunk. "Alright this Tootles. He's the shortest and quickest of the group. But he's a whimp. He's got a skunk hat."

Kristoff interrupts. "Wait, that's supposed to be a skunk?"

I look at him. "I don't appreciate you insulting my drawing."

"I'm just saying," He continues, "it doesn't look like a skunk to me."

I just stare at him with a stoic expression. Jack looks from me to him repeatedly. I pull my phone out of my pocket. "My skunk is better than your..." Your what? "Your face!" I punch in the number Peter gave me yesterday and press send.

_"I was wondering when you'd finally call me." _His voice answers. _"You guys have fun sleeping in?"_

"What are you talking about? We've been up since 3."

_"And how many scares so far?"_

"None..."

He snickers. _"Amateurs. We're working on scare number 13 now. You'll have to better than this to lose with respect."_

"12 scares already!?"

_"We've been working since 12:01. Oh and by the way, your cousin's boyfriend screams like a girl."_

"You monster! Not Flynn!"

_"Oh yes, Flynn!"_ He laughs.

Jack grabs the phone and puts it on speaker. "Ok, Peter. Rule time."

_"There are no rules in pranking!"_ Someone says from Peters end.

_"Shut up, Nibs!" _Peter says. _"Alright, what are they?"_

"No one gets scared twice by the same team."

_"Fine."_

"And, if one of us scares one of your Lost Boys, they're out of the game. Can't do anything to help."

_"Fine."_ There are voices of objection in the background. _"But the same applies for you guys."_

Jack, Kristoff, and I exchange looks. But there are only three of us! We're going to have to be extra vigilant. "Fine," Jack tells him.

_"You guys are going down."_ He says then the call ends.

"What's the plan?" Kristoff asks.

"We find them and take them down one by one." Jack says.

"And we scare everyone we can along the way."

"Then let's do this!" Kristoff says, standing.

The three of us walk back to Kristoff's truck. Ready or not Lost Boys, here we come.

* * *

><p>"Here's coming up!" I tell Jack.<p>

Kristoff slows down the car as we approach an unsuspecting pedestrian. As we are about to pass them, Jack yells at the top of his lungs through the open window. The poor guy screams and drops the bag that he's holding. The three of us share a laugh.

"What is that now?" Kristoff asks as we speed off.

"That," I say, "Was scare number 24, and it's only 7." For the past hour or so we have been driven around yelling at people and successfully scaring the crap out of them.

"Perfect," Jack responds. "Text that to Peter. There's the thrift shop, and it should be opened now. Make a left, Kristoff."

The three of us get out of the car. "Ok," I say. "Kristoff, you buy the stuff. Jack and I will hide in the racks."

So while Kristoff picks out clothes for our human scarecrow, Jack and I went to different sides of the clothes racks of one aisle. I smile at him across the aisle and nod as a woman comes into the walking in between us with two kids holding her hands.

Jack stretches out his arms and screams as I do the same on the other side of the clothing rack. This traps the three of them in between us. The kids scream and the women pales. That's three more to the total. And as fast as Jack and I were there, we are gone, into the next aisle where two employees restock the toy section.

Jack smirks and sneakily grabs a remote-controlled car and creepy stuffed clown doll undetected. He hides in the next aisle and attaches the clown to the top of the car. "Who would buy this for their child?" I whisper. He shrugs in response and powers up the toy.

He uses the remote control to send the car and doll into the next aisle and straight for the two employees. We can't exactly see what's going on but the screams and footsteps that run past us is proof enough to know that it worked. 29.

"Better hang on to that car." I tell him. "It's going to come in handy."

He nods in agreement. "Let's go buy it, and try it out at Westleton."

Jack laughs. "Sounds good to me. Kristoff could probably help with that one."

"Let's go find him." I say standing up. I look over the clothes rack across the store and see a bear hat. Ducking down quickly, and pulling Jack down with me, I quickly think of a plan.

"What?" he asks confused.

"Jack," I say. "I think I see Cubby."

"What!? Where?"

"A few aisle down. You thinking what I'm thinking?"

"We should scare him?"

"No."

"Where he is Peter must be?"

"No."

"Then what _are _you thinking?"

By this point both of us were traveling through the racks of clothes, getting closer and closer to our victim. "Why is he at the thrift store?"

He shrugs. "Guess we're going to find out soon."

* * *

><p>A loud scream rings through the entire store as Jack and I high-five, laughing. It was Cubby. He was buying an old skeleton mask for a prank, but since we scared him, he's out of the game.<p>

"You guys suck!" He tells us. "Peter's gonna be pissed when he hears!"

"Good! Now run along, bear. You have no purpose here." Jack tells him waving his hand.

Cubby glares at us once more before dropping the mask he was holding back in the bin and storming off. "Now what?" I ask.

"We find Kristoff and follow Cubby to the rest of his group." He says with a smirk.

I smile. And start walking towards the exit. Jack goes towards the counter to buy the clown car. When I get outside Kristoff is waiting leaning against his truck talking to none other than the red-head and Chubby. Neither one of them sees me approaching, and I notice someone crawling under Kristoff's truck. Tootles.

Jack comes up behind me. "Quick! Give me the clown! Kristoff's in trouble." I grab the car and put it on the ground. I quickly flip it on and zoom it towards the freshman. No one messes with my teammate.

As it gets closer, Kristoff looks at it then me and Jack, confused. Peter and Cubby turn around and their eyes widen as they see the car and where it's going. Suckers.

The clown car zooms under the truck and then we hear a scream and, "What the crap is that!" as Tootles scrambles away from the toy and out from under the truck.

"No!" Peter yells. He turns to face me and I wave as Jack and I start walking to the car.

"What is the score now?" Jack asks.

"31 to," I say looking at Jack to supply the answer.

"29," He mumbles.

"And you're down two teammates." I look around in a circle. "Alright Lost Boys," I say loudly looking at a tree across the lot. "Might as well come out now. You're not scaring anybody."

Peter looks down at me (seriously, why is everyone so tall!?) with narrowed eyes and a set jaw. "Come on out guys."

One by one the remaining four Lost Boys climb out of the three and walk towards us. All of them are grumbling angrily. "Well, as fun as this has been, you know evening out the playing field and all, but we really should get going." Kristoff unlocks the car. "Places to be, people to scare." Jack slides into the back seat and I in the front. I close the door and roll down the window as Kristoff starts the engine. "Oh and boys," I say as we pull away. "Happy Halloween."

* * *

><p><strong>I really wish I could see all of your faces now. How do you feel? Shocked? Happy? I didn't want to end this <em>this <em>soon, but I'm going to be out of the house until super late tonight. I figured I should stay true to my word and update tonight.**

**There will be another update either later today or tomorrow. I haven't decided yet. **

**Who will win the bet? What will the loser be forced to do? Find out next time :)**

**Now a response to reviews. And don't worry guys. There will be some Jelsa fluff coming up sooner and more surprisingly than you think ;) Hicastrid too.**

lovinglovexx **Thanks :3 I love it too**

Shimmer Shine **Glad to see you supporting Jack and Anna :) There wasn't any Jelsa in this chapter but there will be very soon :3**

Lesshacooney **Elsa will defiantly be involved whether she likes it or not. And you may some familiar ideas :)**

Skychild101 **Haha! That's hilarious! Wild child over here! **

potterfreak394 **Patience, young Potterhead. Patience.**

OoPoPcAnDy **lol yes Jelsa fluff :) There will be more coming up. I promise**

Fiji Anonymous **Wait no longer! Here is your update.**

sunnydee12 **Awwwww! Thank you so much! That is the nicest thing anyone has ever told me! XD Please don't die! I'd be too sad for that.**

Haileyms2 **lol thanks. More to come ;)**

Phoenix **You got it, dude. (sorry for the Full House reference... that's what I'm watching right now...)**

WarnetteForever **It's all good. Grammer Nazi are appreciated. I'll make sure it won't happen again. And of course I am not offended. I just always forget to proof read before I update, so if you see any in this chapter, don't hesitate to yell at me.**

Guest **Correct :) but someone beat you to it. :(**


	13. Halloween Pranks Finale

**I'm sorry. I know, I know. I was supposed to update like two weeks ago, but I didn't. *shrug* sue me. **

**Where we last left off Jack, Anna, and Kristoff were beating Peter and the Lost Boys by two scares ****_and_**** Peter's team was down two teammates. Hehe.. Suckers! But seriously, by the end of this chapter that you will know who wins and, more importantly, who lost... Excited? You should be :) Get pumped guys! And I will see you at the end of the chapter.**

* * *

><p>Jack, Kristoff, and I laugh at our 85th scare. It was a poor pizza delivery guy, bending over his car. Kristoff and I had switched places, so he and Jack could scream at the top of their lungs to the unsuspecting pedestrians in the passenger and back seat. It's hilarious, building up our scare numbers, and getting me hours to get rid of my permit and get my license.<p>

I feel my phone start vibrating in my jean's pocket. "I got to pull over," I tell the guys.

"Why?" Kristoff asks from the backseat.

"My phone's going off," I say making a left.

Jack waves his hand at me. "No way! We're making great scares in even greater time. Which pocket?"

"Right," I tell him.

He reaches my pocket and answers my phone at the last second. "Hello," he says. "Anna's phone, who may ask is calling?" The person on the other end answers him. "Oh well hello Elsa. She's busy at the moment." Another pause. "Driving," a loud objection on the other end. "Yeah, but me and Kristoff are here, and-" Elsa interrupts him. "Alright! Fine," he pushes a button on my phone. "Here yell at her yourself!"

"Anna?" Elsa says from the speakerphone.

"Yeah, Els, I'm right here. What's up?"

"Where have you been?" Oh great. Here it comes. One of Elsa's long lectures is just what I needed right now. "I can't believe you! You're driving, breaking the rules of the road, with two _boys_!"

"He they're not just two-"

"I'm not finished," she says, angrily. "I get a call from Rapunzel at 3 something in the morning telling me that you left the room and she hasn't seen you since, then one from our aunt and uncle telling us details for thanksgiving and then asking why you haven't been answering your phone! So I had to explain to them how I had no idea where my little sister is, which got me a huge lecture all because of you!"

"Elsa," I begin. "I'm really-"

She interrupts. "No! I'm not done yet! You're teacher showed up at the same time that I was in your room talking to Zel about where the hell you could have been. He was going on a rant about how you didn't show up to help him organize his classroom like you said you would." Oops. I _did _tell Mr. Meyers I would help him for a few community service hours and extra credit. "Then he demanded that I fill in for you minus all of the rewards! Then, on top of all of that, I have Peter following me around-"

I interrupt her and make a quick right turn. "Wait! Peter? Where are you right now?"

"The quad. Why?"

"And Peter is following you around right now?"

"Yeah?"

"And he doesn't know you know that he's following you?"

"Well, I mean, he has tried to jump out at me like twice already, but he's not the brightest guy in the school."

"Great," I tell her pulling up to the school. "Keep him preoccupied, and I'll be there in like two minutes."

"Anna! Wait I'm not finished-" I hang up.

"What's the plan, guys?" Jack asks with a mischievous grin.

I smile back and park Kristoff's car. "We get rid of more Lost Boys."

Kristoff gets out of the car. "Bring it on!"

* * *

><p>"There they are," Jack says. The three of us are hiding out behind shrubs scoping out the area. Peter is "sneakily" following Elsa while the other Lost Boys minus Cubby and Tootles are scattered around the quad, scaring other students.<p>

Kristoff smirks. "Time to use our human scare crow," he nods at the scarecrows that have been placed around the quad for fall decorations.

"We need a distraction, though." Jack tells him.

"Yeah, we can't have the Lost Boys seeing us swapping out a fake scarecrow for you, Kris." I add.

Jack cracks his knuckles. "Leave that to me." He begins moving through the shrubs. He looks back at me. "You coming, red."

I nod and follow him through the large bushes. I point at the twins that are not too far from us. "Found our victims," I whisper.

Jack nods in response and moves to sneak up behind Marmaduke. He nods his head toward Blinky. I follow his lead and sneak up on the other twin. Jack grabs Marmaduke by the shoulder and lifts him off of the ground, yelling the entire time. The poor freshman screams in response as I his brother looks over at him, confused. I take this opportunity and knock his legs out from under him. Not the epic scare I had in mind, but it does still count so whatever.

The other Lost Boys on the quad whip turn around, surprised and run over to us. Peter groans in frustration and stomps over to us with Elsa in tow. "What. The. Freaking. Hell." He says once in earshot.

I wave. "Hi, Peter. Long time no see."

He looks at Maramaduke and Blinky. "You let them scare you?"

"Sorry, Peter. He caught me off guard." Maramaduke tells him.

"Yeah," Blinky adds. "I wasn't expecting it, so it freaked me out."

Peter pinches the bridge of his nose. "It's all good guys. Just go hang with Cubby and Tootles until this contest is over."

I make a pout face at him. "Oh what's wrong Peter? You mad?"

He glares at me. "I can't believe this! We're down four players!"

"Yup, and that was our 87th scare." Jack adds. "Now we're all evened out, three and three."

Peter smirks and looks over my head. "I wouldn't be so sure about that." A scream fills the quad then a string of curses. Oh glob! NO! KRISTOFF! "You're down one teammate, and your god friend Kristoph is our 96th scare of the day."

Jack stares at a laughing Slightly and a pissed off Kristoff. How did we let him get past us? "This is complete bull-"

"Jack," Elsa says, warningly.

"Shevik," he saves.

Nibs laughs. "Guess this means you guys just lost your car."

Peter puts his finger on his chin in fake thought. "I guess you're right, Nibs. Whatever will they do now?"

Slightly comes running up to us laughing. "Peter! Did you see? I got him so good!"

Nibs high fives him. "Yeah! Our plan worked perfectly!"

"Wait plan?" Elsa asks. "This is ridiculous! Anna you're done with this now. You have a cousin, aunt, uncle, and a teacher to apologize to right now."

"Elsa," I plead. "That can all wait until later. This bet is really important to me. Imagine all of the terrible things Peter "

She shakes her head. "Anna."

"Elsa."

Jack puts a hand on her shoulder. "You know, if you pull her out, you'll be dooming me to loose this contest. I'll take care of her and make sure she stays out of trouble." His blue eyes look deep into hers. "Please, Elsa."

I look at him. His eyes hold such sincerity that he can't possibly be the same guy scaring the pants off of two freshman boys as before. I look to Elsa who's cheeks are the slightest pink. What is going on over here? Peter is just as confused as I am and looks from Jack to Elsa over and over again. Then his confusion turns into understanding, and he smirks, evily. Uh-oh. This can't be good.

"Fine, Jack." Elsa tells him. "But watch her; she's troublesome."

He smiles brightly and hugs her. Whoa! No one hugs Elsa and lives to tell the tale other than family. "Thanks, Elsa!" He let's go of her and smirks. "You know you could tag along for fun."

She smiles. "Ok." Then noticing she still has an audience, she glares at me. "But only so I can watch you."

"Sure Elsa."

An obnoxious whistle sounds somewhere. Peter reaches into his pocket and pulls out his phone. "Change of plans, guys."

"What do you mean?" Jack asks.

"Just got a text that there's going to be and epic costume party later, and I wouldn't miss it for the world. We're ending the contest at 5."

"What!? But that's in like two hours!"

"Then you'd better move fast because you're still loosing. Lost Boys, let's move out." The three that are left begin walking away.

Elsa looks at Jack and me. "What now?"

"Let's grab our stuff from Kristoff's truck and move out."

I nod and the three of us walk to where Kristoff, still in his scarecrow costume, lies in the grass. "I blew it guys." He says when I lean down.

"It's ok, Kristoff. We still took out the twins," I reassure him.

"Yeah, but they still have more people than us."

"Well on the bright side," I say. "Jack won't be stinking up your car anymore, and you won't have to deal with my backseat driving. Plus it's Halloween, and you're already wearing a costume."

He shrugs. "I guess." I stand up and extend a hand to him. He snorts in response. "Do you really think you can lift me up?"

"Are you questioning my mad weight lifting skills?" That gets him smiling. He grabs my hand and we both pull trying to lift him up. He was right about that whole not being strong enough thing, and I fall on the grass next to him, laughing.

"Told you," he tells me, standing.

He reaches down and helps me stand up. "Shut up, I would have gotten it eventually."

We walk to his car bumping into each other playfully and laughing with Jack and Elsa following. Jack and I grab our backpacks from his car. Jack, Elsa, and I are about to walk away when Jack says, "We left the window down?"

Kristoff looks at the opened window and shrugs. "I guess so. I should probably get going before they accuse you two of cheating." He starts the car. "Good luck and let me know if you need anything, Anna."

"You got it, Kristoff."

He smiles and waves as he pulls away. I turn to Jack. "Still got that clown car?"

* * *

><p><strong>Peter's POV (Bet you really didn't see this one coming)<strong>

"Slightly?" I ask from our hiding spot in the bushes.

"Yeah, boss?"

"You get the keys?"

"Of course I did."

"And they didn't notice?"

"Nope." He drops Anna's keys into my open hand. Excellent. This plan is perfect. Anna and Jack won't even know what'll hit them.

"Perfect." I grin at my remaining Lost Boys. "Then I guess it's time to pay Rapunzel a visit." I pull out my phone and dial Flynn's number.

_"Did you forget your keys again, Pan?"_

"Well hello to you too, roomie."

_"Did you?"_

"No! But I do need a favor."

_"Sup?"_

"Is Rapunzel with you?"

_"Rapunzel? Yeah, why?"_

"What's her room number and how fast can you meet me there?"

_"Why?"_ Rapunzel says from the other end of the phone.

"How'd you like to get pay back on your cousin for waking you up this morning?"

There is a pause on the other end. _"Alright. We're in. Room 402. Be there in ten minutes tops."_

"See you then." I hang up and turn to Slightly and Nibs. "Alright, guys, let's go win this thing."

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

"Alright guys," Jack says, glancing at his watch. "I think this is the last scare of the night."

I smirk at him. "Then we better make it good." I look at a teenage girl and nod my head at her. "That's the one. The one we worked on this morning, Jack?"

He nods and says, "Dibs on the dead guy," before walking out from behind the bush and somewhere on the quad.

"Dead guy?" Elsa asks. "This ought to be good."

I shush her. "Just watch." I move out from behind the bush and look lost. To make it more believable I pull out my phone's map app and "accidentally" bump into the girl. "Oh mah gosh! Ah am sae sorry!" **(Oh my gosh! I am so sorry!) **I say in a fake Scottish accent. What? listening to Merida talk all the time has helped me build my character options.

"It's ok," she answers, sweetly. I almost feel sorry for doing this to her.

"Can ye help me wi' thes?" **(Can you help me with this?)** Almost.

"Yeah sure," she says. "What do you need help with?"

"Ah was invited ta thes Halloween party by th' Walney High campus, and ah hae nae idea where it is." **(****I was invited to this Halloween party by the Walney High campus, and I have no idea where it is.)** I tell her.

"Well, first you take a left up on Milwaukee, then," I tune out her directions and look for Jack. He is making his way towards us with his hands around his throat. Excellent timing my dear partner in crime.

Jack runs the rest of the way towards us and puts a hand on her shoulder. He waves his arms around his neck, pretending to choke. "Oh my god!" The girl says. "I think he's choking!" At this he falls over and continues to freak out. I roll my eyes at him as the girl kneels down near him to push against his chest. Talk about a drama queen. She leans over and presses her ear to his chest. Jack holds his breathe, and she complete freaks out. "He's not breathing!"

I take this opportunity to walk away from the scene. Elsa comes out of our hiding spot and stands next to me. "So this is the last prank?"

"Yup," I answer, as we both watch the girl struggle to help Jack. "This will be our final scare of 200."

The girl leans over Jack again, and he looks at Elsa and me, smiling before he springs up at the girl and screams. She screams in response and jumps away from him, falling on the grass. He laughs and extends a hand down to her to help her up. She slaps it away, glares at him, and stands on her own. Jack stares at her in shock as she storms away from him and yells something I'd rather not repeat at him.

The white haired teen grins as he walks over to us. "How great was that?"

We high five. "I thought she was going to punch you for a second."

He laughs. "That would have been hilarious!" Jack stands between Elsa and I and puts his arms around both of us. "I'm thinking now we head back to Peter's dorm and figure out who won."

"Alright but can we stop at my dorm first? I smell like sweat and candy corn." I tell them as we begin walking back my dorm.

"Sure," Jack replies.

"Candy corn?" Elsa asks me, confused.

"Yeah, I've had a bag of it in my pocket all day."

* * *

><p><strong>At Anna's and Rapunzel's Dorm<strong>

"I'll wait for you guys here." Jack tells us plopping down on the empty couch in the hallway by my dorm. "Just don't take too long."

"Alright," I tell him.

Elsa and I walk to the door, and I knock on the door. "What are you doing?" Elsa asks me confused. "Just pull out your keys and unlock it."

"Nah," I respond. "If Zel's in there, why would I waste time and energy getting my keys out of my bag?"

She rolls her eyes at me. "You are the laziest person I know."

I shrug as the door opens. "It works."

Rapunzel glares at me as she moves down the hallway. "I'm going to go get ready for tonight with Flynn."

I nervously laugh. "Are you still mad about this morning?"

"What do you think?" She says, icily. Zel then continues toward the elevator and is gone without another word.

"Well, I have a double chocolate cupcake to buy later." I say. "But first, let me get changed."

Elsa and I walk into my dorm room. I am about to flip on the lights when the door slams behind me. I jump at this. "Elsa, what the hell?" I demand.

"That wasn't me."

"Oh sure it wasn't," I reply, sarcastically.

She flips on the light and sits on my desk chair. "Anna, I'm serious. I didn't slam that door."

I am about to respond when the lights flicker off. "Ok," I say. "I believe you. Just turn the light back on."

Elsa flips it back on as the blinds and curtains of the window close, blocking the light from outside. Elsa looks at me, curious. "What is going on?"

Then the lights turn off again. Now with the blinds closed and the lights off, the small room is pretty freaking dark and really creepy. There's a rustle to my left, and I move closer to Elsa. A scratch on the wall to our right and we move closer together and towards the middle of the room.

"Elsa," I manage to stutter out. "What's happening?"

"It's your room; you tell me." She says, weakly.

The bathroom door creeps open a crack, and the lights inside flicker on and off. "S-should we go over there." I ask, uncertainly.

Elsa nods and begins walking towards the bathroom door. I follow close behind her, peeking over her shoulder. Once we are right in front of the door, Elsa gently opens it. We step inside, with my hands on her shoulders, and the door once again slams shut behind us. I yelp. Holy crap! This is getting freaky! The lights flicker on and off before staying off. I pull out my phone and open the flashlight app. Then, I survey the room. Everything is in place; toothbrushes on the sink, closet door closed, curtain shut, red stain on the floor, Zel's blow dryer on the toilet seat... Wait! Red stain on the floor!?

My sister gasps. "Anna, what is that?"

"Oh my glob! Is that blood!?"

I gently move the light up the side of the tub, and there is more of the red stuff (blood!?) running down the side of the tub. Elsa slowly moves back the curtain, and I follow the trail of red into the tub. It is completely filled with red.

Elsa screams. "What!? What is it!?" I ask her.

She points her finger at a floating object in the water. No, not an object: a hand. A scream escapes my throat. "Whose is it?"

"I-I don't know." The lights come on and the door opens, but Elsa and I stay rooted in our spot.

Elsa reaches over to grab it. I pull her arm back. "Don't touch it!"

She is about to respond when the hand moves. It lifts high above the water and extends into an arm. I grab onto Elsa and hug her tight; she does the same. The hand and arm drop back into the water, and a figure leaps up out of the water covered in the red liquid and begins walking toward us. Elsa and I back away from him.

The red figure then lunges at us and screams. In response, Elsa and I scream and attempt to jump back. We end up fall on the hard wood floor of the room.

The figure's screaming turns into familiar laughter. "Oh that was too good!" the figure says. "Guys, you can come out. We got them." He wipes his face on a towel on the shower rod, revealing the grinning and seriously bruised face of Peter Pan.

I am breathing too heavily, trying to slow my heart rate to respond. Elsa, on the other hand, is a different story...

She leaps at Peter and begins slapping his arm. Elsa keeps her eyes in a icy glare ass she yells, "I can't believe you! Scaring us in the comfort of her own room!"

"Bathroom," Peter corrects. Big mistake.

Elsa only gets angrier. "You red headed piece of crap! I am going to murder you, and it will look like an accident!" Slightly laughs, and Elsa sends a glare that could freeze over hell. "Don't laugh! You're after him! I'm going to kill this one slow and painfully, then I'll kill you," she pushes Slightly's chest, "using his dead body!"

Even when Jack runs into the room, she continues to threaten the guys. "I heard screaming! Is everything-" He stops, noticing Peter. His concerned expression now changes to anger. "NO! This cannot be right! It doesn't count!"

"Yes it does," Peter says looking at his watch. "And look at that. One minute to spare, and Jack's all alone on the loosing team."

The initial shock subsides, and I grab Peter's wrist to look at his watch. Sure enough, the freaking Lost Boy is right. It is now 4:59. Scratch that. 5:00. The competition is now over along with any chance of Jack scaring anyone else.

I can't believe this. Just... Wow! I do the first thing that comes to my head; I start clapping. Jack, Elsa, Peter, and the rest of the Lost Boys look at me confused. "Wow," I say. "That plan was incredible."

"Anna?" Jack questions, not masking is frustration.

"What? That was a great prank. I can recognize that. So congrats on pulling that off, Lost Boys. Now for the grand totals," I look at Jack. "Care to do the honors?"

He shrugs, still glaring at Peter. "Our team finished with a grand total of 200 scares."

Peter and the Lost Boys keep a poker face except for the playful gleam in the redhead's eye. "Including scaring Anna and Miss-I'm-Not-Scared-of-Anything," he pauses. "The Lost Boys have scared 202 people today." Peter smirks at us. "Right now we're all going to the an epic Halloween party, but tomorrow you," he taps Jack's chest. "You," he pokes my nose. "And your friend Kris are our slaves."

* * *

><p><strong>That seems like a great place to stop :) They lost guys! It happened, and they blew it. But before you start leaving angry reviews, just wait... I've got plans for the "slaves". <strong>

**Congratulations**** to **sunnydee12 **who was my 200th reviewer, and an amazing one at that! **

**#PrayForVenezuela**

dakari prince-aki **:) They will be eventually when Wendy is introduced to Peter.**

justafakeme ***shrug* I do what I can :) Thanks, hon I thought they'd be a good, mischievous combination **

lovinglovexx **Aww thank you! **

Livia Toric **tee hee I'm glad you think so :) I'm sorry if this chapter disappointed you and your love of fun**

Pirulina **That they did. Funny, huh?**

Fiji Anonymous **Thank you, your review means a lot to me.****  
><strong>

Sah bee **Lol I'm glad that you approve of the pairings **

TimayWimeyGirl **I'm so sorry, grammar nazi... that sounded kind of sarcastic, but I swear I don't mean it like that. I really do appreciate criticism, so thank you :)**

Shimmer Shine **Thank you :) I'm glad to have put a smile on your face. And I totally took that punching in the face thing from you. I hope you liked it.**

sunnydee12 **Just let me know whenever you've figured out what your questions will be. And good luck with your best friend. I really do hope that you guys stay in touch.**

Skychild101 **:3 sorry to disappoint.**

Phoenix **you will most likely be put into the Christmas chapters that I'm planning as Olaf's younger or older sister :) But they're not coming for a while, so I'll let you know when it gets closer. I've only seen like two episodes of that show, but I've never heard of those characters. I'm sorry**

Bleep Bloop1 **Yes! I love the usage of "bloody" in a sentence. But here in Chicago, if I say it, people think I'm crazy. And yes. You made me laugh super hard. It was awesome.**

vanishingsoulsx **Oh snap! Daredevil reading on a phone during class, absolutely crazy. And yes, Hans is a huge jerk. Love your profile picture **

paola312 **You got it ;)**

Ms. Prankster **Elsa does not have powers, but yes. She will be a great singer later on. Elsa is older than Anna. Don't worry about it; I love questions. This story is a Kristoff X Anna and Jack X Elsa. Don't ever apologize for asking questions. You are not wasting my time. I appreciate you, your review, and your questions.**

Esme Heartfilia **Thank you :) And don't worry. Remember that look Peter gave Elsa and Jack when Jack hugged her? ;3 Just keep that in mind...**


	14. Costume Up!

**Ok, ok, I get it! Some of you are mad, some of you are curious, and some of you are just plain shocked. But I'm telling you; this is going somewhere. Jack, Anna, and Kristoff did not get beat by the Lost Boys for no reason. It's all going somewhere. **

**WARNING! Signs of Jelsa ahead. Proceed with caution!**

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV (Seriously, whose did you think it was going to be in?)<strong>

"I can't believe it," Jack kept saying over and over. He has been sitting with his hand in his head on Zel's bed since Peter and the Lost Boys left to get ready for the Halloween party that's starting in two hours. Peter told us that he and his "gang" would be back in costume ready to leave in about an hour and a half. "If he wouldn't have scared you two, we would have beat them."

It's true. Had the little twerps not scared Elsa and I, we would have won 201 to 199. "It's ok, Jack," I say. "I honestly don't mind losing to a prank like that."

"I do," he pouts.

"Jack," I tell him. "It's Halloween! And we are going to go to an amazing party and have a blast! So stop whining and help us figure out costumes." He looks up at me and frowns. "I mean it, Frost! We can get mad and plan revenge tomorrow when we become Peter's slaves."

He groans, and Elsa hits the back of his head. "Got any ideas, Frost?" He shrugs in response. "Come on, Jack," she says, sitting next to him. "Think."

I walk into the bathroom to grab my brush. My hair is going to have to be crazy for my costume to work. When he thinks I'm out of earshot, Jack tells Elsa, quietly, "We could always do a couple of costume." Couple costume? Like what Zel and Flynn do? Why would they do that? It's not like they like each other or anything. "But," he rushes. "It's just a suggestion, so you know, whatever."

There's a pause, and I move closer to hear Elsa's response. "What did you have in mind?" It's not a yes, but for Elsa, that's pretty close. Weird.

"Really?" Jack says, surprised. "Well, how about Mario and Princess Peach?"

"Well, I don't know, Jack."

"Why not? I really wanted to wear a dress?" he jokes. Elsa laughs at this, and he continues, "What about Mario and Luigi? We could totally get fake mustaches and suspenders."

Pause. "Sounds cool," Elsa tells him. I can practically here the smile in her voice. "Anna," She calls me. I come out of the bathroom, brushing my hair. "Let's go to the thrift store and party store. Jack and I need mustaches."

"Ok," I say and pull out my phone. "Let me bug Kristoff for a ride. We have to tell him the news anyway." I call him and beg for a ride. "He's on his way, and I invited him to the party tonight. Think Peter will mind?"

"Who cares what that brat minds?" Elsa says. Jack laughs. "What are you going as?"

"Brace yourself," I tell her excitedly. "I, Anna, will be dressing up as the Mad Hatter!" Elsa gives me a blank look. "What!? The Mad Hatter is freaking awesome! And I already have the red hair."

"It's just a sort of-"

Jack interrupts. "Awesome! Are you staying true to the character with a suit or changing it."

"The second one! With a tutu and a hat and everything!" I look at Elsa hopefully. "Will you help me make it?"

She smiles at me. "Sure, Anna."

I squeal. "You're the best." There is a frantic knock on the door. "Must be Kristoff," I say, opening the door. It's not.

In front of me is Merida, who's curly red hair is in a giant bun on the top of her head. She is wearing a dress? Wait. What? "Anna! Thenk glob Ah foond ye! I've bin lookin' fur elsa, an' Ah figured yoo're 'er sister sae yoo'd ken whaur she is."** (Anna! Thank glob I found you! I've been looking for Elsa and I figured since you're her sister, you'd know where she is.) **She pauses, notices Elsa sitting on the bed, and rushes to her. "oh elsa! thenk glob Ah foond ye! Ah need yer help!"** (Oh, Elsa! Thank glob I found you! I need your help!)**

I now notice that she has a huge bag draped over her shoulder. Her dress (!) is a simple bright orange with a sweetheart neckline and a poofed out skirt. Her feet are bare. "Ah need ye tae dae mah hair an' make up fur thes costume coz Ah dornt hae th' patience fur thes blasted flat-iron!" **(I need you to do my hair and make up for this costume because I don't have the patience for this blasted flat-iron!)**

Elsa, Jack, and I looked at her stunned. Merida barefoot? No big deal. But Merida barefoot in a dress asking Elsa to flatiron her hair and do her make up? That's something to stare at with a mouth wide open. "Whoa," Elsa recovers. "Ok, slow down for a second."

"You're wearing a dress," Jack says, staring at her.

"You want me to flatiron your hair?" Merida nods.

"You're wearing a dress."

"And," a stunned pause. "Makeup?" Merida nods again.

"You're wearing a dress."

"Who are you and what have you done with my _real_ roommate?"

"You're wearing a dress."

"Och aye! aam wearin' a freakin' frock! an' if ye breathe a wuid ay thes tae Hiccup, Ah will kill ye, an' they will ne'er fin' yer body. Gie it, Frost? Serioosly thocht, Esa, aam gonnae thes halloween ceilidh tonecht, an' Ah wanted tae gang aw it. Noo can ye help me ur nae?" **(Ok! I'm wearing a freaking dress! And if you breathe a word of this to Hiccup, I will kill you, and they will never find your body. Get it Frost? Seriously though, Elsa, I'm going to this Halloween party tonight, and I wanted to go all out. Now are you going to help me or not?)**

Jack swallows, nervously. "You got it, Merida."**  
><strong>

"Ok," Elsa says. "I am at your service."

My phone buzzes, alerting me that Kristoff is outside. "Me too, but not now. We need to go get our costumes." I grab my keys, which Peter handed back to me after he left. "You want to come?"

"Ah dornt hae a moment tae loose! Ah hae tae be ready fur thes ceilidh." **(I don't have a moment to lose! I have to be ready for this party.)**

"Then I'll do your make up at the store. How do you need it done?"

"Mah skin hae to be orange." **(My skin has to be orange.)**

"Orange?" Merida nods and pulls out a bag of full of make up, mostly orange from her bag.

I toss a pair of shoes at Merida. "Alright, guys," I tell them walking into the hallway. They follow. "Let's costume up."

* * *

><p>When we got to the party store, Elsa and Merida sat in the back of the shopping-cart, very crammed together, while Jack and Kristoff alternated who pushed. Elsa got to work painting every inch of exposed skin on Merida orange using different tubes of makeup and orange powder.<p>

The rest of the space in the cart had been filled with fake mustaches, cans of temporary colored hair spray, and clothing paint and dye. We had finished, so me, Kristoff, and Jack, pushing Elsa and Merida moved to stand in the check out line.

"Sorry, cuties," Jack says with a charming grin that could melt any girl's heart. "This is the end of the line." He extends his hand to help Merida out of the cart, and she sends him a scowl and hops out on her own. It's not as intimidating as in normally would be since Elsa hasn't finished the makeup on her face. Jack shrugs it off and does the same for Elsa. "Need a hand?" Elsa accepts the help and climbs out of the cart.

Once Elsa's feet are back on the ground, she does a fake curtsy. "Thanks."

He shrugs. "No prob." he turns to Merida. "See, curly locks? Some people can appreciate help."

Merida mutters something under her breath that Jack and Elsa seem to hear, and the two turn bright red. I shrug at Kristoff's confused look as the employee checks out our items. He tells us our total and I am about to pay when Kristoff pushes my hand down and hands the cashier money.

"It's ok, Kristoff," I tell him trying to make him take back the money.

"I know," he says.

"You really don't have to do that."

"I know, but I want to." And that is all he says on the matter.

On the way to the thrift shop, I ride shot-gun with Merida, Elsa, and Jack sitting in the back in that order. While Elsa gets caught in the middle (literally) of Jack and Merida's bickering, I ask Kristoff, "What are you planning on going as tonight?"

He smiles at me and turns into the next lane. "Promise you won't laugh."

"Sorry, but I can't make any promises when it comes to my laughter."

Kristoff thinks about this. "Ralph from Wreck It Ralph."

I gasp. "No way!" This so exciting! "I love that movie! You're costume is going to be awesome. Why did you think I would laugh?"

"Wreck It Ralph is more of a kid movie."

"So?" I ask him, shrugging. "Kid movies are the best movies." We pull into the parking lot, and Merida and Elsa rush inside to get another cart to continue applying the makeup. Jack rolls his eyes and smiles at them, following. Kristoff and I follow distantly. "I wish I would have known that's what you were going to do."

"Why's that?"

"I would have dressed up with you as Vanellope Von Schweetz," I respond. "It would have worked out since I'm tiny compared to you."

Kristoff falls behind in his walking after I say that. I shrug inwardly. I wonder what's wrong with him...

* * *

><p>"Merida!" Elsa yells at her again. "Sit still!" Merida hadn't been able to sit still after the first fifteen minutes of Elsa flat ironing her hair. My sister had worked on it for at least an hour. Hey, I don't blame the girl. I wouldn't be able to do it either.<p>

"Ah cannae help it! Yoo've bin takin' forever!" She whines. **(I can't help it! You've been taking forever!)**

"If you would just sit still, I'd be done!" Elsa grabs another strip of curly, red hair and uses the flat-iron to straighten the hair. "I'm almost done." Merida groans in response. "Quit whining! Ten more minutes tops."

I check the time. "It better be. Peter will be here soon, and you're not even dressed yet," I tell her, as I continue gluing square patches to my top hat.

Kristoff, who was changing in our bathroom, slowly crept open the door. I snap my head up to watch him as he fully emerges from the bathroom. "What do you think?" he asks me when our eyes meet.

"It's awesome," I pause and look at his hair. "Except for the fact that you're still blonde."

"Yeah," he says like it's the most obvious thing in the world. "I was sort of born that way."

"But Ralph wasn't." I grab a pair of scissors and the temporary brown hair spray. "Come on," I say, walking past him and into the bathroom.

He comes in a closes the door behind him. I grab an old towel from the closet. It already has bleach stains, so a few more brown stains wouldn't do any harm. "Ok," I tell him. "Don't take this the wrong way or anything, but I need you to take off your shirt."

His face turns bright red, and he looks away, embarrassed as he pulls the shirt over his head. "Now," his voice cracks and he clears his throat. "Now what do you need me to do."

I force the blush out of my cheeks, which surprisingly isn't as hard as I thought it would be. What!? This is the second shirtless guy I've seen today. Extremely beautiful shirtless guys and dear glob those are some beautiful abs. "Just lean over the tub while I spray your head." He complies, giving me a perfect view of his back. Oh, and there's the blush.

I shake the can and remove the cap. "Close your eyes," I say, spraying his blonde hair brown. When I finish with that, I hand him his shirt. He puts it on, careful not to get the stuff on his shirt. I grab the scissors. "Stand still."

"What are you going to do with those?"

"Is there fear in that voice of yours?"

"N-no, I just want to make sure you're not going to try cutting my hair." He puts his arms in between us. "You're not going to, right?"

"No, Kristoff. I'm using this on your shirt and overalls." I grab the hem of the sleeve and snip away with the scissors. I also cut off one strap of the overalls. His gaze follows my every movement, and I meet eyes with him. I didn't realize we were so close until now. "You just need one more thing."

"What's that?" Kristoff asks me.

I stand on my tip toes and ruffle his hair up a bit. "You're hair just needed a little messing up."

He laughs and stares deep into my eyes. "Thanks."

"No problem," Suddenly, the air in the room thickens. Tension. But not an angry type. His eyes darken, and he brushes a strand of frizzy hair out of my face and behind my ear. It sends chills down my spine and reddens my cheeks.

"Anna," he starts.

"Yes?"

There is a loud knock on the bathroom door. "It's awfully quiet in there," Jack's voice says from the outside of the door. "I'm coming in there in two seconds. You're clothes better be on!"

"Jack!" Elsa and Merida scold.

I laugh now that the moment is over, and the tension in the room has disappeared. "Come on," I tell him. "I helped you with your costume, now you're going to help me with mine."

He shrugs and gestures to my outfit, which I had changed to a pair of sweatpants and a plain black t-shirt, and my wild hair. "We have a lot of work to do, don't we?"

"Oh, yeah."

* * *

><p>"Peter's here!" I call over the music that had someone had put on at some point in our costume making "party".<p>

"Just two more seconds," Elsa yells from the bathroom. She is putting the finishing touches on Merida's face make up.

Jack comes up behind her and pushes the fake mustache on her face. "Come on, Luigi," he teases. "Get your life together."

She rolls her eyes, not even bothering to respond. But the teen is right; Elsa is Luigi and a very good one. Our trip to the thrift store found her and Jack a pair of blue overalls, and a trip to her closet found her the long-sleeved, green undershirt. Her blonde hair had been sprayed with the same stuff I used on Kristoff's hair. Then, it was stuffed into the green hat Jack glued an "L" to. The fake mustache and white gloves were put on thanks to Jack. There are a pair of converse on her feet to finish the outfit.

"Ok, done," Elsa says, turning Merida toward my line of vision.

"Whit dae ye think?" **(What do you think?) **Merida asks me, self-consciously. Merida's skin is orange, but her face has a large diamond painted in the middle of her forehead. We added a red tool to the top and bottom of her dress to give it the likeness of fire. There is also a large red gem in between the sweetheart neckline of the dress**(1)**. It ends at her knees, and her feet clothed in a pair of red vans. Her hair, now that it is completely flat ironed, reaches past her waist.

"Wow," I tell her, breathlessly.

"Whoa, Merida," Jack says, backing up, so he gets a full view of her. "You look hot."

Hot? Then, it hits me. "You're Flame Princess from Adventure Time!"

"That's th' one." Merida responds. "Thanks for ya help, Elsa." **(That's the one. Thanks for your help, Elsa.)**

"No problem," Elsa tells her.

Jack stands next to her and puts an arm around her. "Nice work."

"Don't move!" I reach for my phone.

"What?" Jack and Elsa ask at the same time.

"Photo op!" I snap a picture of the two of them. Elsa as Luigi, and Jack, wearing a very similar outfit, look so perfect standing there smiling, with his arm draped over her shoulder. I snap another picture and look at the screen. The only difference in this one is that while Elsa is looking at me with a small smile, Jack is looking down at her.

Maybe... maybe... Nah! Probably just a coincidence.

I glance in the mirror on the back of the door. The hat on top of my head and messy red hair is covered in different squares of patterned fabric and feathers. Kristoff had tied a ribbon around the bottom of my hat in a giant bow. Elsa helped me with my eye make up, which consists of pink eye shadow, blue and yellow eyeliner, dark black mascara, and a dramatic cat eye. I have on a pair of black leggings and leather combat boots with a brown, pink, white, and orange tutu. I kept my black t-shirt on and tied a colorful scarf in a bow around my neck with a brown blazer.

There's a knock on the door. "Hello?" a voice sing-songs from the other side of the wood. Kristoff opens the door, and I am surprised to see Rapunzel and Flynn standing there in a Danny and Sandy costume from the last scene of Grease **(2)**.

"Oh," I say, smugly. "Look who it is?" What!? I have the right to be mad at her.

"Who?" Elsa asks, playing along.

"Judas. Are you here to rub your 40 pieces of silver in my face?"

"Look, Anna, Elsa," she starts. "I'm sorry about selling you out like that, but you have to admit that I had a good reason to!"

I ponder this argument. I _did_ wake her up really early. "You are forgiven," I tell her, and she smiles at me. "But you're still on probation."

Zel shrugs. "I can live with that." She strikes a pose with Flynn and asks, "So, tell me, guys; how do we look?"

"You look amazing," Elsa tells them.

"See, Blondie? I told you we looked good." Flynn says.

"I was talking to Rapunzel, Rider," my sister teases.

He makes a face at her. "You're just jealous."

"O' that lipstick mibbie," Merida says. "Whaur did ye git it?" **(Of that lipstick maybe. Where did you get it?)**

"Oh, come on!" Flynn exclaims. "_I_ was the one who came up with the costume idea."

"Eugene."

"Ok, fine, Blondie though of it, but _I _bought them."

"And you did an amazing job," Rapunzel tells him, kissing his nose. She leaves a some of her red lipstick on it, and he wipes it off.

"Zel, not in front of the kids."

I fake gag. "You guys are so gross sometimes."

Flynn laughs, and Rapunzel rolls her eyes. "Some day, little cousin, you to shall understand romance."

Stick my tongue out in fake disgust, I turn my attention to the door, that someone is knocking on. "Must be Peter."

I open the door to see the grinning face of Peter Pan clad in an all green Link costume from the Legend of Zelda. "Mad Hatter," he says, tipping his long hat towards me. "A pleasure to see you."

"Doesn't Link have blonde hair?" I tease, giggling.

He puts his hands over his red hair, shock written all over his face. "Like I would put anything in my precious hair!" Peter looks past me and locks his eyes on Elsa and Jack. "Matching costumes, I see," he says with a chuckle. "The twins are going to be so mad at you two."

"Why?" Jack asks.

"You'll see. Now come on. I left those psychos with my car."

Merida, Jack, Elsa, Flynn, Rapunzel, Peter, and I take the elevator down to the ground floor and walk to the parking lot to meet the other six Lost Boys. Kristoff goes to get his pickup truck.

"Are you kidding me!?" An annoyed voice says from the back seat.

"Seriously!?" His twin brother yells.

Through the backseat window, I can see that Slightly is wearing a fox costume. Shocking. But what _is_ shocking is that Cubby, whom I have never seen without a bear hat on is dressed up, without a hat, as Guy Fieri. Nibs is dressed as a Marine, and little Slightly is dressed up as Waldo in the front seat of the small Toyota Camry. Marmaduke and Binky are wearing Mario and Luigi costumes similar to Elsa and Jack's. I burst into hysteria. This is just to freaking funny. "I can't believe the four of you are all wearing the same costume," I say in between my laughter.

"Well, two of us obviously have to change," Jack says, putting his hands up, in a sassy manner.

Peter chuckles. "No time for that! We've got a party to get to."

Kristoff pulls up and we climb into the truck and its bed. "Let's get this party started!"

* * *

><p><strong>(1) Like the episode Flame Princess wore in The Vault of Bones.<strong>

**(2) I won't apologize. I LOVE Grease! I thought it would be perfect for Rapunzel and Flynn to be wearing it as a couples costume.**

**Ok... so because I'm kinda sorta terrible at writing party scenes. I might just skip it. It really just depends on what you all want. If I do skip the party scene, it would go straight to Jack, Kristoff, and Anna's enslavement day. Viewer's choice :)**

Phoenix **I plan on putting you in the winter break chapters. You'll be visiting the school during the week.**

Guest **Yes, there will be ;)**


	15. Slaves for a Day

**This update is long overdue, and I'm sorry for that. I was on vacation in Missouri and then at the University of Notre Dame for a summer program (shoutout to my roommate, **alexandermylove**), and house-sitting. But to try to make up for it, here is a chapter longer than usual.**

**So, without further ado, here is your update. I'm pretty sure all of you demanding for more Jelsa will be very happy. ;3**

* * *

><p><strong>Elsa's POV (That's a change... Wonder what's going to happen...)<strong>

"Thanks for doing this for me, Elsa." Rapunzel tells me again.

I shrug. "That's what cousins are for."

She beams at me and pulls out her geometry book and a notebook from her bag. "I just really have to pass this test. Plus, an A in geometry would get me major brownie points with my parents." She fishes out her wallet from the bottom of the bag. "I'll treat you to a coffee as a thank you."

"You don't have to do that, Zel. I'm happy to help. I pause. That new latte flavor _does_ look delicious. "But since you're offering, a pumpkin spice latte would be fabulous."

"You got it, cousin. I'll be right back." She walks up to the counter to place her order.

"Elsa," a familiar voice says from me behind me.

I smile and turn around. "Hey, Jack," he bashfully smiles back at me, red tinting every inch of his cheeks.

"Hey Elsa," he says. Is just me or did his voice just crack?

He looks over my shoulder quickly and puts the coffee tray and bag that he was holding on my table. I begin to turn around to see what he's looking at, "What's-" I begin but do not get to finish.

Jack leans down close to my face, cups my face with his hand, and looks deep into my blue eyes. His eyes droop closed as he gently pushes his lips against mine in a surprising and extremely blissful kiss. My eyes remain wide open in surprise. His lips move rhythmically against mine and then are gone.

My mouth hangs open in shock as the blush on his cheek intensifies, if that's even possible, and he looks down, shyly. I am stunned.

"I have to go," he says, running out of the café, but not before grabbing the bag and drinks off of the table.

I place a finger on my slowly smiling lips. They have a trace of warmth from the kiss. Jackson Frost just kissed me. Am I dreaming? Impossible. But-but Jack freaking Frost just kissed me...

And then he left...

With no explanation.

He's not getting away that easily!

I call after him, "Jack!" and take off after him through the restaurant's front door.

* * *

><p><strong>Earlier That Day...<strong>

**Anna's POV**

_"Mr. Snuffle! You're back! Let's go on a magical adventure!"_

_My childhood stuffed teddy bear grabs my hand and we run through the sausage fields. "I feel so greasy!__**(1)**__" he cheers._

_"This is so much fun!" I laugh, falling to the ground covered in meaty goodness._

_Mr. Snuffle leans over me and knocks on my head. "Anna? You in there?"_

_"Stop that, ."_

_But he doesn't stop knocking. "Anna? Come on out." _

_The knocking gets louder and louder._

I open my eyes. Nope, I am definitely not in the sausage fields from my dreamland. Great. Another interrupted dream I can add to my list. I sit up in my bed and look around. Zel's gone along with any mess she might have made in the two seconds it probably took her to get dressed. Sometimes I wonder if she's even human.

"Anna!" The knocking persists. "I know you're in there! Let's go! We got a big day ahead of us!"

I yawn and stretch my arms above my head. My feet drag against the floor as I unlock the door and open it to the smiling face of Peter and a frowning Jack. "Hey," I say, sleepily.

"Good morning, slave!" The redhead says happily. Oh right. _That's_ what happening today. He tosses me a ball of fabric. "Go put this on," he waves a hand in front of his nose. "And brush your teeth while you're at it. We got lots to do today!"

I rub my eyes and take a look at what I Peter gave me. It is a solid white t-shirt with the words 'I Lost A Bet' in black bold font on the front and 'Peter's the Best' written on the back.

"Is this really necessary?"

"It'll go by faster if you don't argue," Jack says. I now notice that he is wearing the same shirt.

"Oh, and I'm going to need Kristoff's number," Peter tells me.

I grab my charging phone from the desk and hand it to him. "You'll find it under his contact info. Give me five minutes," I say, closing the door.

* * *

><p>I emerge from my room in a pair of dark blue jeans, Peter's stupid shirt, a gray cardigan, and my black combat boots tying my hair up in a messy bun. "What's first on the agenda, Peter," I ask him, slinging my small shoulder bag on my shoulder.<p>

He and Jack are sitting on the floor with their back to the wall next to my door looking up at me. "We wait for Kristoff outside," he tells me, standing up. "Oh, and you guys will only refer to me as master for the rest of the day."

"Excuse me?"

"No way in hell am I calling you master," Jack proclaims.

We are stepping into the elevator now. Going down. Peter puts his finger on his chin. "Huh," he says in fake wonder. "If I remember correctly, _you_ lost the bet, so _you_ have to do whatever _I_ say. And I say that you are going to call me master for the rest of the day. Now, come on slaves," his voice drips with authority, and he hands me phone. "You have a lot of cleaning to do."

Great... this is going to be a long day.

* * *

><p>"Hey, slave K? When you're done with that, I haven't cleaned under my bed in a while either." Peter is laid out on Flynn's bed reading a comic and sipping a soda while Jack, Kristoff, and I clean his room. Or as he prefers to call us slave J, K, and A.<p>

Kristoff rolls his eyes at him but proceeds to get down on his knees and sweeps everything out from under the bed, which include multiple candy wrappers, empty bottles, piles of dirty clothes, a pizza box with a terrible smell coming from it, and... a stuffed fairy? Jack snatches it up.

"Aw," he coos, sarcastically. "Who's this little cutie?"

Peter looks up at Jack, and his face changes into a look of pure terror. "Where did you find that?" he demands.

Jack holds the doll in his arms like you would hold a new-born. "Under the bed."

"Give it back."

"You haven't answered my question."

"Jack," Oh no. Peter hasn't called us by our real names all day. This is serious. "Give me the doll."

That playful gleam in his eyes quickly sobers, and he hands Peter the doll. "Her name is Tink," the redhead says as he accepts the doll and places it gently on Flynn's bed. "Happy?" he stands up, sending Jack an icy glare that could match Elsa's. Jack stays silent. "Good. Now I'm pretty sure the bathroom needs a good scrubbing."

The white-haired teen clears his throat. "Where are the cleaning supplies?"

"Don't have any," Peter answers, shrugging. "But do me a favor and use your toothbrush with whatever cleaning stuff you can find."

Jack glares at him but leaves the room, closing the door behind him more forcefully than necessary. I flinch at the impact.

Peter turns to Kristoff and I. "Nobody told you to stop cleaning," he tells Kristoff. The poor guy continues fishing things out from under the bed. "Slave A, make my bed. I have to go find the Lost Boys and cash in a solid. Make sure Frost does what I asked." And he leaves without another word.

"Thank glob," Kristoff says, dropping the broom in his hands. "I asked to go to the bathroom 3 hours ago. **(****2)**" With that, he rushes into Peter and Flynn's shared bathroom.

I take this time to look at the doll Peter seems to care so much about. It has hair so blonde it's yellow tied up in a bun with bangs covering the forehead and black sewed on eyes and lashes. There are blue wings coming out of the back, and a green dress and matching shoes with a small ball of cotton at the tip of the shoes. Not to sound sexist or anything, but the doll seems a little girlish and childish for a teenage boy. I wonder...

"What are you doing?"

I jump, startled at the voice behind me. My eyes slowly turn to meet Kristoff's brown eyes. I quickly turn my body to face him and smile sheepishly, "Nothing," I answer. He gives me a look that clearly says 'I'm-not-buying-this-bull-carp'. I huff. "Fine, I was just thinking that it's weird that Peter has a kid toy when he makes himself out to be this big, macho guy."

Kristoff shrugs. "Maybe, but don't start asking about it. Otherwise, you'll piss him off like Jack did."

And speak of the devil, here's Jack walking in through the door now, muttering under his breath, "Stupid Peter, stupid bet," repeatedly.

"Well, think about it this way," I say, optimistically. "It's 10. Only 14 more hours to go."

He sighs. "I guess." Then he walks into the bathroom holding a toothbrush and cleaning supplies. "This is so gross."

Kristoff returns to his work under the bed as I work around him and straighten out the sheets. "The faster we finish the faster we'll be done."

The door opens and in walks Peter. He is smiling again like nothing had transpired between him and Jack earlier. "Good news, slaves," he tells us, resuming his place on Flynn's bed, phone in hand and taping away on the screen.

"You've decided to end our punishment now instead of later?" I ask hopefully.

Peter snorts. "As if. No, I've got a job for all of you when you're done."

"Yippee," Jack says, sarcastically from the bathroom.

The redhead ignores him. "As soon as your finished, we'll get some lunch and head out."

"Head out?" I ask, fluffing his pillows.

"Yeah," he answers, he looks up from his phone and smiles in a way I'm sure would make any girl melt. "Don't try to ruin the surprise now, Anna."

Despite my efforts, a small blush rises to me cheeks. I roll my eyes and turn away, forcing the blush down. I hear him chuckle quietly and catch a glimpse of Kristoff looking at Peter with a scowl on his face. Why the heck is he so mad? I finish the bed and move out of Kristoff's way so he can finish his job. "So what's next?"

"How about you be a doll and go get me another soda from the vending machine?"

"Sure, just give me some cash, and I'll grab it."

"Better idea," he says looking back at his phone. "How about _you_ buy it?"

I send him a glare before grabbing my wallet out of my bag. "I'll be back in five."

I close the door behind me before walking down the hallway. In a sense, the boy's dorm is a little cooler than the girl's. There are vending machines at the end of every floor. Back on our building, they're all in the lobby and basement. I've already planned on writing an angry letter to get Mr. Meyers fired but adding a plea for more vending machines wouldn't be so bad either.

I put my money in the slot and grab the Coke. As I walk back to Peter's room, a blur of red nearly knocks me over. "Hey!" I yell angrily at the teen running down the hallway. "Watch where you're going!"

He briefly looks back and gives a very unconvincing sorry, and I continue walking to Peter's room. When I get there, the door is wide open. "Peter, Peter, Peter, _Peter!_ I have huge news!"

I peek inside, and there's the jerk who almost knocked me over. Wait, I recognize the jerk. Slightly.

Peter sits up, and I toss him his soda can. He catches it LIKE SOME KIND OF FREAKING NINJA!, opens it takes a sip, and says, "What's up?"

I now notice that Slightly is panting. "I found her," he tells him in between breaths.

Peter's eyes widen. It's completely quiet as all of us wait for Peter's reaction. Even Jack peeks out from the bathroom. Who is her? And why was she lost?

"How?"

"I started asking around. And Melvin from physics said that Lily told him that her best friend heard from Matthew that Karen and Thomas are distant relatives with one of her roommate's best friend."

"Wait. What?" I ask.

"Look, I heard from a lot of people who heard from a lot of people that she goes to Wesleton."

"Any way I can find her now?"

"I could ask Karen to talk to Thomas, but that could take a while, considering I have detention in," he glances at his phone. "about five minutes, so I really have to run."

"Time out," Jack says, standing up. "What the hell is going on here?"

"You tell the story," Slightly tells Peter. "I have to go." He rushes out of the room.

Peter is sitting on Flynn's bed dazed. "We found her," he says, smiling.

"Are you going to tell us what you're talking about?" Kristoff asks, snapping him out of his daze.

"I guess," Peter answers. "It all started last night at the Halloween party. Me and Chubby were hanging out, and I was trying to teach him to hide his freshman qualities when I spotted _her._

"She was standing on the other side of the room with some guy in a warrior costume, and she looked like she could use some rescuing. So I rose to the calling. I ditched Chubby and walked over to her," he sighs. "The closer I got, the more I could see of her costume. She was wearing a light blue tutu and a tight white shirt. Her hair was hidden in a shoulder length, flippy white wig. I didn't understand her costume at first, but then I saw her glittery, white wings and prop: a sign that said "Hey, look, listen!" And it was obvious. She was Navi."

"Who?" I ask.

"She's the fairy from the Legend of Zelda. Any more questions?" He asks, clearly annoyed. Oops. I shake my head. "Anyway, that jerk that she was talking to was coming on too strong and wouldn't take a hint, so I stepped in. After I got rid of the problem, me and the girl started talking, like all night. I found out that her name is Wendy, her and her two brothers came from England so she could go to Wesleton, and the only reason she came to the party was because her younger brother was trying to impress his crush. But that's about it. I haven't been able to get her out of my mind, so I had the Lost Boys do some digging for me, and it worked."

"Aw!" I squeal, letting me teenage girl side come out. "That's so cute!"

Jack rolls his eyes next to me and mutters, "Oh brother."

Peter is about to respond when his phone goes off. He smiles at the screen then looks at us. "Do you guys know who Astrid Hofferson is?"

Astrid? Then it hits me. Hiccup's obsession. Me and Jack exchange knowing smiles and I can't help myself from laughing when I respond, "Yeah, we know her."

He seems to roll this over in his mind. "Ok, new plan. Anna, you're next job is a scouting mission. Find Astrid."

"Wait. Why Astrid?"

"That's Wendy's roommate."

Well, I guess I'll need Hiccup's help. Not like he'll object to following Astrid around all day. "What do you want me to find out?"

"Anything you can about Wendy."

"That sounds creepy, but you got it."

I grab my bag and give a small wave goodbye to Jack and Kristoff. Just before the door closes behind me, I mouth, "good luck".

They're gonna need it.

* * *

><p><strong>Jack's POV <strong>

"You can't be serious," I tell Peter as soon as the door closes.

"About what, Frost?"

"This whole thing."

"You obviously have something to say so spit it out." Looks like somebody's mad.

"Do you really think that you're going to win Wendy over by having someone follow her around?"

He glares at me and smiles smugly. "Well, you would be the love expert, wouldn't you?"

I'm taken aback by this, so is Kristoff, who pauses his work and looks up at our exchange. Before I can think of a good comeback, I say, "What do you mean?"

Peter looks at me with fake shock in his eyes, that smug smile still there. "I mean things are going so well with Elsa, so I maybe should be taking advice from you."

My eyes widen along with Kristoff's from right next to me. How could he possibly know about the minor, extremely tiny crush on Elsa. I quickly play it off, not very smoothly for me, but... "What are you blabbing about now?"

He smiles. "So it's like that?" His eyes shift to Kristoff's. "Maybe you just don't like an audience. That's fine. I have a job for Kristoff anyway. Kris, my man, I need you to reach into my closet right next to Jacky over there, and grab the can of Rain-X and the paint brush next to it. You're going to find Mr. DeMartino's classroom. Sneak in and paint the white board with the Rain-X."

"You know that I don't go to this school, right?" Kristoff asks, dubiously.

He waves the teen away. "Tell you what, Kris. If you do this right and don't get caught doing it, you're free for the rest of the day."

"Seriously?"

"Yeah and if you happen to run into Anna, tell her the same thing." He tells him with a wink.

Kristoff glances at me as if apologizing with his eyes for leaving me alone with this psycho. But if I were in his shoes, I'd do the same thing. I give him a small nod of approval. He grabs the bucket and paintbrush, throws them in his book-bag, and walks out the door.

Peter's eyes turn to me. "It's just you and me, Frost, and your first task is..."

* * *

><p><strong>Kristoff's POV<strong>

"Anna, you're not gonna believe this**(3)**!"

_"What's up, Kristoff?,"_ her voice asks from the other side of the phone.

"Peter said that after we finish our assignments, we're free!"

_"No way! Jack must be thrilled."_

"Well, actually, by we Peter just meant you and me."

_"What?"_

"Yeah, he told me to pull a prank on a teacher and then it would be just him and Jack."

_"That's not good. Did he tell you what he was going to have Jack do?"_

"Not exactly," but I have some ideas.

_"What do you mean not exactly?"_

I can't just tell Anna that whatever Peter has in mind for Jack because it includes her sister. I mean, what am I supposed to say? Hey Anna, Peter plans on making Jack do some embarrassing stuff in front of your sister because of his crush on her. Does she even know about his crush? I know I didn't before today. And how would she react? She'd probably tell Elsa. "He said something about more cleaning, but that's really it," I lie.

_"Should we help him out?"_

"We could try," I respond. But I doubt that there's anyway we could really help if Elsa's involved.

_"Alright, well I should go. I have to go stalk Astrid."_

"Yeah, I have to go find Mr. DeMartino's room. I'll talk to you later." No, you idiot! Don't let her hang up yet! "Wait, Anna," Now what? Ask her to lunch or something? "Since we'll be free in a matter of hours, do you want to get lunch, uh, with me?" I'm such a moron! No way she'll say yes! she probably has better things to do than to have lunch with-

_"Sure that sounds fun." _ Really? It was that easy?

"Ok, then I'll see you later?"

_"Yeah," _she says. _"We can figure out details later. Oh, there's Merida! She'll know where to find Hiccup. I got to go."_

"Alright, bye," I say right before there is a click, and she is gone...

And I just asked her for lunch...

Like a date? No. Not a date. I know that. She knows that. So it's not, right?

It could be.

No. It's not.

Why am I thinking about this so much?

Do I want it to be a date?

Yes?

No?

Yes.

No.

Yes!

No!

Well which is it!?

Is she thinking about this as much as I am?

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

Sweet! Lunch with Kristoff. Does that mean that I'm getting a free meal? That would make it even better.

"Merida," I call out as I get closer to the redhead. Her head snaps up at the mention of her name.

She is sitting on a blanket on the grass of the quad with that girl I met on our second night here. What was her name again? MJ? KN? MK! Her name is MK.

"Oh, hey Anna. What's up?" Merida says in her Scottish accent. **(By request, I will stop writing in a Scottish accent) **

I wave at MK. "Hi," I turn to Merida again. "I need to find Hiccup. Do you have any idea where I can find him like now?"

She pushes her red hair out of her face and checks her phone. "He said he was going to meet up with me and MK while Jack was busy being a slave. But I can tell him to meet you somewhere if you need me to."

"No, that's ok, Merida. I'll just wait for him here," I pause and look at the two teens. "If that's ok."

"Yeah, it's fine." I plop down next to Merida on the blanket.

"What do you need him for?" MK asks.

"That whole Jack being a slave thing applies to me too. And I need him to help me with my latest job."

Merida snorts. "What could that idiot possibly help you with?"

"Stalking Astrid," I tell him simply.

Both girls break into hysteria. Merida wipes a small tear from her eye. "Hiccup could definitely help you there."

"Hiccup could help you what?" A voice says behind me, making me jump. I turn to see Hiccup.

Merida smiles brightly at him. "We were just telling Anna here that you'd be perfect in helping her stalk Astrid since it is your favorite pastime and all."

Hiccup frowns at her. "Ha ha. You're so funny," his voice is dripping with sarcasm. He sits down next to me on the blanket. "What I do in my free time is none of your business, Strawberry Shortcakes."

"Strawberry Shortcakes? Never heard that one before," she snips back. "Get some better jokes."

"Get some better jokes," he mimics in a fake Scottish accent. I giggle. Merida glares. What? It was spot on. He turns to me. "What do you need, Cherry?"

Merida groans. "They're just getting worse."

He ignores her and looks at me waiting for an answer. "I need to find Astrid, and I'm pretty sure you know where to look."

Shock flashes across his face. "Wait, Merida wasn't kidding?"

"Well sorta. I have to find Astrid, so I can find her roommate."

He smiles brightly. "Yeah, I could totally help you sta- I mean find Astrid. So you know we could uh find her roommate," He adds quickly after seeing Merida's pointed look. "When do you want to go?"

"The sooner, the better."

He stands up, excitedly. "Alright, let's go." We say our goodbyes to MK and Merida, and Hiccup begins leading the way.

"Where to?"

"Weselton. If I know Astrid, and believe me I _know_ Astrid, she's practicing."

"Practicing what?"

"Football. So, the first place we look is Wesleton's football team practice."

* * *

><p><strong>Jack's POV<strong>

What have I gotten myself into? I knew I shouldn't have taunted him so much. Now he's just going to take it out on me... using Elsa. And the thought of that fuels my frustration.

"Now that it's just you and me, Jack, talk to me. What do you like about Elsa? Is it her eyes? Her hair?" I feel his eyes look hard at me. "The way that she actually responds if you're talking to her?" He's getting really angry now.

Good. Let him get mad. I already am.

He lets out a deep sigh. I look at him, and he's... smiling? What? "You know what? Forget it. Let's go get some lunch. I'll drive." He stands up and hands me a notebook and pen. "But you're going to need this."

"What's this for?"

"On our way to my favorite café, where you will buy us lunch, you're going to write a note to Elsa, confessing your undying love for her."

"What? No way I'm doing that," I object.

"You will if your master says so. And look at that, I do."

He locks the door behind us and leads the way to his small car. "Now get writing." He turns over the engine and goes on his way.

Write a letter? Confessing undying love? Oh, please! It's just a crush! Like he's going to read this anyways. I grab the pen and start writing. _Dear Elsa, Peter is making me write this because I lost a bet. But I doubt he's going to read this, and I doubt you'll ever see it so... who really cares? The sky is blue. The cows go moo. This car is red, and smells like boys. And that's saying something since I'm a guy too. Seriously, has the car ever been clean? This mess is worse than his room, which he made us all clean! And all because of one stupid bet! I-_

"We're here," Peter says, parking in front of a small café. "Let's see what you got so far," before I can even register what's happening, Peter snatches the notebook from my hands and begins reading. He laughs. "Oh that's funny, Frost." He rips out the page, crumples it up, and throws it over his shoulder. "Come on," he says, opening the door. "I'm starving. You can write a _real_ note when we get back." I groan. Of course he would read it.

Peter and I walk to the front of the shop and I am about to go in when he says, "No way! You'll never guess who's here."

"Who, Peter?" I ask, uninterested.

He looks at me and smiles. "Elsa."

"Sure she is," I scoff.

"See for yourself," he tells me, gesturing to the window.

My eyes wander to the large window in the front of the store. My breath hitches in my throat, for he is right. Elsa and Rapunzel have literally just walked into the café and picked a table to sit at.

Great. Just freaking great.

"I guess this works out for all of us," he says, snapping me out of my thoughts. "I get free lunch and a show."

"No way, Pan," I object.

"Save it. 1) You haven't even heard it, and 2) once you do, you _will_ do it. Partly because you have to and partly because you want to." I glare at him. He smiles. "Tell you what. You do this little thing and I won't make you do anything else involving Elsa in any way, shape, or form."

I'd still be stuck being his slave for the rest of the day, but at least Elsa isn't going to be involved. Wait a minute. This is Peter you're thinking about. That's the equivalent of selling my soul to the devil. "Swear on Tink," I say, suddenly.

"What?"

"If you go back on your word, I take her."

He narrows his eyes at me, but agrees. "Alright Jack. I want you to go in there and get me a spicy Italian sandwich and a coffee, no cream and extra sugar. Then," he pauses for dramatic effect. "I want you to go kiss Elsa."

What. The. Actual. HELL.

He wants me to kiss Elsa?

He wants me to do the very thing I have longed to do since the first day I saw her?

I should be happy, excited. But am I?

Peter snaps his fingers in my face. "Snap out of it, Jack. If you keep your mouth wide open like that, you'll catch flies. Now go! I don't have all day, and I'm freaking starving."

My feet are rooted in place. I can't move. I'm terrified. My palms are sweaty. My face is flushed. And worse of all, my heart is pounding in my rib cage. I can't do this. I can't do this.

Hands grab my shoulders roughly and push me pasted the threshold of the café. I turn around and look at the smiling face of Peter. He is waving as the door closes once again.

Can't go back now. Ok, Frost. You can do this. Just take a deep breath and walk up to the counter. Wait for your turn and give your order.

"Hi, can I help you?" The cashier asks.

I give her Peter's order and my own, a PB and J and a latte for me, and wait.

"Jack?" a voice asks from behind me.

I turn around. Crap. "Oh hey Rapunzel. What are you doing here?"

"Study date with Elsa. I have a huge test coming up," She replies.

"That sucks." A worker behind the counter hands me my order to go. "Well I'll leave you to your caffeine and studying." I'll just tell Peter I got caught and couldn't do it. He'll understand. It'll be-

"You should gp say hi to Elsa," she points at her table. "She's over there."

I nod. "Good luck with that test," I tell her as I begin walking towards Elsa with my take out bag and drink tray.

Dammit. Dammit. _Dammit! _

Stupid Rapunzel with her niceness and crap. I look up out of the front window. Yup, just like I thought; Peter's there, watching me. "Elsa," I say, once I'm behind her. Oh god. This is it. I'm really going to kiss Elsa. I can feel my cheeks heating up.

She turns around and looks at me, smiling. Her blue orbs are sparkling. "Hey Jack." Damn, blue is her color.

I can feel my cheeks getting even hotter. My throat is dry. "Hey Elsa." I mentally slap myself. Your voice just cracked, Frost. Like an idiot. I look over her shoulder at Peter. He is gesturing at me to hurry up. I put the drinks and bag down on the table.

Elsa turns to see what I'm looking at. NO! She can't see Peter! Crap! It's now or never, Jack! You can do it! "What," she begins, but I stop her by leaning down close to her.

She looks up at me in confusion. I cup her face and look into her eyes. I could get lost in them forever. She's so beautiful that I don't even think about possibly regretting this later. I just go with it. My eyes close gently and I push my lips against hers as softly as I possibly can. I move them rhythmically against hers even though they are unresponsive.

What? If this is the first and last time I will ever kiss Elsa Arendelle, I'm going to make sure both of us remember it.

I separate my lips from hers and look down at her. She wears the same shocked, confused expression, and I look down to hide the new shade of red covering my cheeks.

What have I done?

Any hopes of dating her? Gone.

Our friendship? Gone.

All because of a stupid bet, a redhead, and a kiss.

"I have to go," I tell her. Then, I grab my stuff off of the table and run out of the café as fast as possible.

* * *

><p><strong>OOOOOOOOHHHHHHH SNAAAAAAAAAAAP! What's going to happen next? What will Peter make Jack do for the rest of the day? What about Anna and Kristoff? Will <em>they <em>kiss too? HOW WILL ELSA REACT!? **

**All these questions will be answered. Until then, leave a review, ask a question, PM me, whatever. Don't forget to be awesome :)**

**(1) Ok, I haven't done this is a while, but you should still know the drill. What cartoon is this from?**

**(2) This one's from a movie...**

**(3) From a Disney tv show ;3**

Lara **Yes! I feel so honored! :)**

Halfbloodheart **I get a bestfanficever hashtag!? Best. Day. Ever!**

anonymous **I'm taking my sweet time :) But I hope you enjoyed that kiss.**

Phoenix **Nope. No idea what animal jam is. Sorry, brahh. Welcome back from Disney World. I personally have never been, but it does sound like an absolute blast. If I did, though, I'd probably spend the entire time either stalking Elsa and Anna OR Peter Pan. **

CrazyBraids67 **I can and I did :) Regular Show is freaking awesome. And if I threw in a Regular Show reference I _had_ to include Spongebob. **

Guest **This review is wonderful just like you. I'm glad you like the Jelsa action. **

Guest **Whoa, buddy. Calm that down. I didn't mean it as Jarida. It was intended as a pun since she was dressed up as Flame Princess. And flames are normally hot. But my bad, if it came off as Jarida-ish.**

TheDerpyMustache **lol that he is.**

BIGGEST FAN **First of all, love the name. That made me really happy! Secondly, I will definitely continue the story. Don't you worry. **

PartyAnimal **I'm sorry that I skipped the party scene even though you wanted it. Personally, don't have that great of party life, so it's kind of hard to write an entire party scene. But I hope that you enjoyed the small flashbacks and talking about the party.**

Guest **I did not write the party scene, but I hope you liked the update.**

Guest **I'm the same way when it comes to Zelda. I'm also glad that you enjoyed all of their costumes :)**

Guest **Awww! Thanks so much. I hope you enjoyed the update. And I hope you, modern-day Jack Frost, find your Elsa (or Elso, Edward, Elsward? If you're a girl) someday**

Guest **Hahaha it's updated now. I hope you liked the beginning ;3**

**Quick Announce****ment to**** Guests...**** I love your reviews, trust me I do, but it's super confusing to respond to a guest when there are like a hundred of you. Tell you what, from here on out I will give a shout-out to my favorite guest name. It could be funny, it could be random, it could be cute, even totally brown nosing. Anything! Just not Guest! For the love of glob! I might just blow my brain out if I get Guest reviewing one. more. time. That is all.**


	16. An Astrid Hunt

**Sorry I've been so MIA lately, guys. I started school, and I'm taking 4 AP classes. Spare time isn't something I really have anymore. That being said, I don't know exactly when new updates will come until I get used to my schedule.**

**This update is a lot shorter than usual (like a hella lot shorter), but I didn't want to make you wait any longer. Hope you enjoy the little filler.**

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

I snort at what Kristoff has just told me, almost making me shot my strawberry milkshake out of my nose. "He chased you all the way across campus?" I ask between giggles.

"Well I lost him somewhere on the south side." We had met for an incredibly late lunch/early dinner, and Kristoff was telling me his adventures in vandalizing Mr. DeMartino's classroom. "But he only saw me leaving the classroom. He probably has no idea what I did to his white board."

"What about the smell?"

"The smell?"

"Yeah, you know how wet paint smells like wet paint before it dries? Doesn't Rain-X have a wet, uh, Rain-X smell?"

Kristoff's eyes widen a little at this. "I didn't even think of that."

Way to go, Anna. I try to make him feel better. "But, hey, what do I know? I could be wrong."

He shrugs. "Even if you were right, he didn't get a good look at my face, and I'm not a student there anyway. He'll never find me."

"One thing's for sure, it's going to be one hell of a period for Peter."

Kristoff laughs at this. "Damn right. So how'd things go with Astrid and Wendy?"

"Well," I say. "Compared to _that_ it was boring and normal."

"That's all I get? No, no, no. I told you the story of sneaking in and out of a teacher's classroom at a school I don't even go to and then getting chased around the campus by said teacher, and all I get is normal?"

I laugh. "Ok, fine, but let the record show that I warned you of its ordinariness."

* * *

><p><em>Flashback...<em>

_"You were right, Hiccup. There she is."_

_"Where?!" Hiccup, who is standing next to me, turns as fast as humanly possible to look where I am pointing. I laugh when he finally catches a glimpse of the blonde and completely gapes at her._

_"Stop staring," I say, pulling him closer to the Wesleton football field. _

_"Wait," he protests. "I can't go over there! We're not students here!"_

_"So? As we speak Kristoff is at Walney High vandalizing a teacher's classroom. If he's doing that, what's the worst that could happen by us watching football practice while we wait to talk to Astrid?"_

_"She could see me!"_

_"Come on, Hiccup. Let's go." I manage to drag the scrawny teen all the way to the bleachers where we sit and watch the Reindeer practice. _

_Hiccup sighs dreamily and rests his head on his fist. "Just look at her; she's beautiful." _

_I roll my eyes, but look down at her anyway. Sure, she's pretty, but it's football practice, so she's all sweaty. Hey, who am I to judge? "Yeah, Hiccup. She's breathtaking."_

_He looks at me than back at the field. His finger points across the field at a shorter, buff player. "That's Fishlegs. Probably the strongest defense that the Reindeer have. But he's not like the other players. He's smart."_

_He points at another player, a taller, less buff one. "That's Snotlout. He has a huge crush on Astrid, like huge. He's not the brightest, but he's very determined."_

_"Some competition?"_

_"Pfft, as if. She wants nothing to do with him."_

_"The one over there," he gestures to a thinner player headbutting another with his helmet. "The one on the right is Ruffnut, the only other girl on the team. The one she's headbutting is her twin brother, Tuffnut."_

_"Wait, Fishlegs, Snotlout, Ruffnut, and Tuffnut? What type of names are those? And how do you know all this?"_

_"1) In your words, I stalk Astrid and 2) We grew up in the same village. Terrible names are probably the only thing Berk is known for. Fishlegs is the only one I still talk to. But I could still give you some intense word vomit about this football team, so just stop me if you get bored." _

_I laugh, but wave my hand. "No, I don't mind. Word vomit away."_

_"Alright, but you've been warned." He looks down at the field and points to the sidelines. "The little old man is Mr. Wesleton, the principle of the school. The one next to him is the football coach. Both are completely set o destroying our football team, and this competition has gone on since the schools were opened."_

_That's how we spent the rest of their practice, watching the team run back and forth. Hiccup rambled off random facts about the team, and when he ran out of those he talked about Astrid. The practice was now ending, so Hiccup and I started moving down the bleachers toward Astrid. She is surrounded by the four people Hiccup described and when they see Hiccup walking towards them, all of them snickered, except for Astrid and that one guy. What's his name? Fishlegs? Yup that sounds right. He shyly waves at Hiccup.__  
><em>

_"Well, well, well," the short one, Snotlout, says, "If it isn't out little, Hiccup."_

_Tuffnut laughs. "How's Walney?"_

_"Oh you know, great with it's-" Hiccup begins to answer. _

_"And who's this?" Snotlout asks, shifting his attention to me. _

_"This is Anna," Hiccup managed to get out._

_"You're girlfriend?" Ruffnut snickers._

_"As if he could ever get a girl." Tuffnut argues._

_His twin sister rolls her eyes. "You're just jealous that he can, and you can't."_

_He steps closer to her. "Am not!"_

_"Are too!"_

_"Am not!"_

_"Are too!" With each taunt, they grow closer until their foreheads are pressed against each other in an intense "glare-off." It's just a sibling thing._

_"Am not!"_

_"Am not!"_

_"Are too!"_

_Ruffnut laughs. "I knew it!"_

_"As much fun as it is to watch you guys fight," the twins glance at him. "I didn't come here for this. I came to talk to Astrid."_

_"Of course you did," Fishlegs mutters. I have to choke back a laugh. Hiccup glares at him, but I'm pretty sure we were the only two that heard him._

_Snotlout pushed himself to the be standing in front of my poor, scrawny friend. "What are you planning on talking to _my _girlfriend?" He demands._

_Astrid glares at him and says, "Excuse me?" extremely threateningly. Hiccup snorts at that. She shifts her glare towards him. "I am no one's girlfriend. Especially yours. Now go shower or something while I talk to the rat."_

_"We're actually the mice," I say, quietly. _

_Tuffnut looks me over. "What was that rat?"_

_"I said we're the mice." Hiccup elbows me in the arm. "What? I'm not going to let him insult our __mascot. That's like me calling them the weasels."_

_"What did she just call us?" Ruffnut demands from Hiccup. _

_Fishlegs rolls his eyes. "The amount of intelligence on this field is frightening." _

_They all ignore him and glare at me. I give them a hard look back._

_"Seriously," Astrid says. "I'll handle them."_

_Snotlout stares at me a little longer but then looks at Astrid and tells her that they'd catch up with her at Quigley's" She nods and the other players begin walking off of the field. _

_"So, what do you want Hiccup?" _

_"Well to you too, Astrid."_

_"Seriously, what do you want?" She's so mean to him. Why does he like her so much?_

_"Well, technically, it's Anna that wants something."_

_She turns to me, expectantly. "Oh, right. Hi Astrid, Hiccup has told me so much about you. Not that he's like a stalker or anything it's just that he's always talking about you. Wait what? I mean that he just told us about you since he knows so much." I see Hiccup making a cut-it-out-you-idiot-motion with his hand in front of his neck and a panicked expression on his face. "Never mind. Hi, I'm Anna, and I'm here on a sort of important mission."_

_Astrid looks confused, and you know a little creeped out (Apparently, I have that effect on people) but manages to ask, "A mission?" _

_"Yeah, I lost this bet yesterday, and now I have to do a whole bunch of things for this evil red-head. And he has an interest in you."_

_"An interest in _me_?" _

_"Well, not exactly you. Your roommate, Wendy."_

_"What does he want with Wendy?" She demands. They're probably close._

_I explain how Peter, dressed as Link met Wendy, dressed as Navi, and how he's been trying to find her again. You know, become friends or something like that. Astrid starts laughing. Did I say something funny? I look at Hiccup for some help, but he's just as confused as I am. _

_When Astrid finally calms down she pulls out her phone and dials a number. "Wendy, hey, it's Astrid. Listen, I have some good news. I found him." There is a loud reaction on the other end. Wendy seems really happy about this. "Yes, yes. I have two of his friends with me now. How fast can you get to Connie's? Ok, sounds like a plan. See you there." She pauses. "No I will _not_ help you pick out an outfit. Ok bye." She looks back at us. "Wendy would not stop talking about that guy, Peter, all night. I barely got any sleep because of her. But finding him would make me roommate of the year."_

_"Didn't you have plans with the team?" Hiccup asks._

_"That can wait," she says, seriously. "Wendy, I think she really likes your friend. And that's a little more important than the team. So how fast ca your redhead friend get to Connie's."  
><em>

_"Peter? I'd say pretty freaking fast if you don't mind him dragging along his slave for the day."_

_"Wait. What?" Astrid and Hiccup say at the same time with matching confused looks. _

_"He lost a bet," their looks become more confusing. "Same red-head... Forget it. Point is that he'll be there, just not alone." _

_"Suuure," Astrid tells me, snapping out of her confused trance._

_"Alright, let's get these two together!" I cheer excitedly and stick my hand up for a high-five. Astrid rolls her eyes and walks past me. _

_"I assume you two walked here," she looks at Hiccup when she says this. Whoa, is there emotion in those eyes. What could driving and Hiccup have possibly lead to _that_ look? "So I'll give you a ride." Without another word she begins walking away._

_I look over at Hiccup. "Is she always so... intense?" I whisper. _

_"Yeah," Hiccup says, watching her start walking away._

_Astrid looks at us over her shoulder. "Are you guys coming or not?"_

_Hiccup jogs to catch up to her, and I follow behind. When we finally get to the car, I let Hiccup take shotgun to ride closer to the girl of his dreams. Astrid and I climb into the car, but Hiccup hesitates. I mean, he hasn't even opened the door yet. What gives?_

_Our driver lowers the window on the passenger side and looks at him seriously. "Hiccup, it's going to be fine. It's only a two-minute drive."_

_He takes a deep breath and nods. Shakily, he opens the door, slides in, closes the door, and puts his seat built on. "Just drive before I change my mind."_

_Astrid giggles (I didn't think that was possible until now) and pulls away from the parking lot. He gives her a serious look. "I could still get out."_

_Her expression hardens, but there is still a slight teasing expression behind. Like so slight you'd need a microscope to see it. "Shut up, rat."_

* * *

><p><strong>Present Time...<strong>

"We dropped in to make sure Wendy and Peter really did meet, which they did. Then, Astrid dropped me off here and Hiccup back at the dorm, I think. The weirdest part is Jack wasn't with Peter when he showed up to meet Wendy."

"Really?"

"Yeah, Peter mentioned something about him having to run and then he chuckled evilly, and that was about it."

Kristoff starts laughing. "What's so funny?" I ask.

"I just can't decide which is funnier: that they thought you were Hiccup's girlfriend or that called you guys rats to your face."

"What do you mean _to my face_?"

He scratches the back of his neck, uncomfortably. "It's just that, you know, that huge rivalry between our schools creates a lot of jokes on campus. One of those is calling you guys rats."

I gasp. "How rude."

"It's just a joke, Anna," he defends.

"Oh, yeah? Well how about I start calling you," I look around the restaurant for inspiration. "Oh, I don't know a-" Hey, is that Jack? Why is he running? He ducks into the entrance of the restaurant we're in and runs into the boy's bathroom in the back.

"A what?" Kristoff asks.

"Huh?" I reply, not moving my eyes from the front window. Maybe I can see what he was running from.

"What are you looking at?" I ignore him.

Because, there, coming from the same direction that Jack did, is my sister, Elsa, running faster than I've ever seen. She keeps running past the restaurant, thinking that that's what he did. My eyes widen, then narrow. What did he do?

Kristoff looks at me, then out the window, then back at me. "Are you okay?"

I look up into his eyes. They're so full of concern. "Me? Yeah. But Jack might not be when I'm done with him."

"Jack? What are you talking about?"

I smile at him. "Don't worry, moose. I'll be right back."

He smiles back. "I'll try not to, rat. But if some of your fries are missing when you get back, it wasn't this _reindeer's_ fault."

That gets a laugh out of me as I walk away from the table. That Jack has a lot of explaining to do.

* * *

><p>LoZ Power <strong>#2 was not the Fairly Odd Parents. I'm sorry :( That's awesome! Tetra? Sick name!<strong>

Guest **lol yes it is**

Guest **Haha I won't keep her mad at him too long ;)**

Happypenguin177 **Thank you! I'm very glad that you love it so much. It makes me very happy :) **

Guest **Stalking Astrid? That's an interesting way to put it **

Guest **11-24 is your birthday? What a coincident!**

5sos "**The Hunt for Astrid" was an amazing suggestion. Thank you very much for it. Love the name :) I went to go see them in August. One word. Epic.**

when I fart **Love the name. That name is awesome.**

Th3U7T1M4T3SP4M** Why must you pretend to spam me? But I'm glad you love my story.**

BadspellersUNTIE **YESSSS! THAT NAME IS PERFECT!**

YOFAVELOSTBOI **CONGRATULATIONS YOU ARE ME THREE HUNDREDTH REVIEW, NIGGA! SO when ever you get the chance to leave a review or PM me, and we can talk about your prize :)**

I know this one **It was the Fairly Odd Parents and you got the episode right, but someone got it correct before you did. I'm sorry. :(**

**So from the last chapter 1 was the Fairly Odd Parents, 2 was Pitch Perfect, and 3 was So Random!**

**Shoutout to... Guests:**

when I fart

YOFAVELOSTBOI

5sos

**For the awesome guest names. They made me laugh extremely hard**

**What will happen next? What happened on the ride home with Hiccup and Astrid? Will Anna kill Jack? Will Elsa beat him to it? And what about Wendy and Peter? What happened at Connie's? Find out next time ;)**


	17. Good Luck, Bro

**Alright everybody! Happy Thanksgiving! And here is another chapter :)**

* * *

><p><strong>Jack's POV<strong>

I can't believe I just did that! I'm such an idiot! I just ruined _everything. _

And all because of that stupid redhead.

Speaking of, there he is sitting in his stupid car waiting for his meal, with his eyes wide open.

"Holy fairy dust," he says when I hand him the bag and his drinks.

"What?" I ask him angrily.

He shakes his head and looks at me dumbfounded, "I can't believe you actually did that.

Is he _serious_? "What the hell is that supposed to mean?"

"I thought you would have backed out, and I totally would have let you, but that took some balls man." He nods. "Respect."

"Yeah, well," my cheeks are still burning with a heavy blush. "Thanks," I mutter. "What's next on your evil agenda?"

"Nothing," Peter tells me cooly. "I told you; I have a newfound respect for you, so you're free from your slavery. I'll drop you off at the dorms, but if the Lost Boys ask, you're doing something terrible."

I laugh. "Sounds like a plan." The guy may be insane, but he's alright.

Before I even open the passenger door, I look back through the cafe's front window at Elsa. A smile plays at the corner of her mouth and her fingers gently touch them. I guess she enjoyed it as- Her expression is changing. She's angry. Oh crap, she's yelling something!

She's standing...

She's- she's...

"OH CRAP!" I yell and start running as fast as I can down the sidewalk. I quickly glance over my shoulder.

It's just as I feared. She's going to come after me!

Did I really expect anything less?

"JACK!" I hear her yell behind me. She's catching up fast! I have to speed up if I'm going to lose her.

Elsa can't catch me. She just can't! It would ruin the friendship that we've established since the beginning of the school year. Sure, I like her. Sure, I get this weird feeling in my chest when I'm with her. Sure, I think she's the prettiest girl I've ever seen. Wait. Where was I going with this?

Look, the point is that I don't want to ruin anything. I'd rather have Elsa in my life as a friend, than not at all.

Imagine me having to explained to her why I kissed her. What am I even supposed to say? 'He Elsa, I lost this bet, and a crazy redhead made me kiss you. But I've liked you since the moment I laid eyes on eyes on you.' Like she'd every believe that. It's just easier to avoid the conversation altogether. And that's why I'm running.

I swerve through crowds of people. A few yell out nasty remarks and normally I'd yell back or apologize, but there's no time for that now! I have to get the hell out of her line of vision.

Why did I decide to dye my hair white!?

I stand out more than a duck in a flock of doves or a spoon in a pile of forks.

There's a park up ahead. Maybe I could lose her there. My speed picks up, the wind and the threat of Elsa catching me push me forward. Faster and faster. Swerving between trees and people.

Is she still even following me? I glance over my shoulder again. She is.

There's a look of fire in her eyes. She's not giving up easily. I'm out of breath and my muscles and lungs are starting to burn. I can't keep this up. Why can't she just give up? What is she, a track star?

We can't keep this up all day!

Well, what if I go into a shop and just hide?

There!

If I turn that corner, run into one of the shop's bathrooms, and climb out the bathroom window, even if she catches the trick, she wouldn't follow me into the guy's bathroom. I hope.

Alright here we go, my legs move faster than they ever have before. I open the door of the third shop, a tiny café that advertises its great milkshakes, and run in all the way to the back of the shop and through the bathroom door. Once I get there, I lock the door.

Okay, Jack. You can do this. All you have to do is find a window. My eyes shift around the small room I am in.

No, no, _no_!

How is there no widow in this entire room?

This sucks! I'll just have to peek out and see if she followed me. If she didn't, I can make a run for it back to the safety of my dorm. And if she did, well, I guess I'll just have to face her...

NAH!

I'll just wait it out. She can't wait out there forever.

Can I even wait in here? Of course I can! I have my handy, dandy smartphone. My hand reaches down into my sweater pocket... which is empty. Or, it would be if I was wearing my sweater.

Where is it!?

I must have left it in Peter's car with my phone.

Crap!

Well, maybe I got lucky, and she's not waiting right outside for me. Only one way to find out...

The door unlocks slowly with a click. I crack it open as slow as possible and peek out. The coast looks clear. I step out of the room completely, letting the door close behind me.

Stepping further away from the door, my eyes are shifting around the café. There is no sign of her light blonde braid. I think I did it. She must have kept running and now I'm completely in the cl-

"Jack Frost," a voice says behind me.

A shocked 'eep' escapes my throat, and I jump. My head whips around to look at the serious face of Anna Arendelle. What is she doing here!?

I'm screwed!

Well, not necessarily. Who's to say that she even knows what happens? Play it cool, Jack. You got this.

"Hey, Anna, what's-"

"Save it," she interrupts. "Why was my sister chasing you?"

What? How!? Calm down. Play it cool. "What are you talking about?"

"The last time I saw my sister run that fast was when she was training for her last skating routine." Elsa skates? "The only reason she'd run like that would be to get something done. So I will ask you again; why was Elsa chasing you?"

Anna was there with me under Peter's evil reign of terror. She'd understand. Wouldn't she? With as much desperation as possible, I look up into her blue eyes. They're so much like Elsa's. No! Focus, Jack!

"Anna," I start. My voice cracks. Her glare intensifies. I can't tell her it was Peter's idea that I kiss her sister! She won't believe my feelings are genuine. But if I tell her it was my idea, she'll rip me to shreds! "The thing is, I-I,"

"You did what, Jack?" Her voice wavers to one of concern.

I guess the truth is the best way out of this mess. "The truth is, Anna, I really, really," I pause. Why is this so hard? **(That's what she said! Sorry, I couldn't resist)** "Like your sister."

She is surprised by this. "Wait. You like _like_ my sister?"

"Yeah, I think I have since the moment I first saw her."

"Pause. You like, _like_ my sister?"

"Like like, _like!?"_

"Yes, Anna."

"Oh, glob."

"I know that this may be-"

"Oh, glob!" A smile begins to creep on her face.

"Why are you-"

"OH, MY SWEET-" I cover her mouth with my hand.

"Shh! Keep your voice down! I don't want the entire town to know!"

She nods, and I remove her hand to show a huge smile. "This is awesome! You and Elsa can start dating because you guys are so compatible. Well, not really because, you know, Elsa's all 'mrrrrrhh I'm a cold ice queen' and 'grrrr I hate fun' and you're like 'I love fun! It's my middle name! Mrrrrhhhh!' And it's perfect! Because you can start singing that one song that's like 'Yeah-ee-yeah-ee-yeah-ee-yeah-yeah! My best friend's brother is the one for me!' And you can replace "brother" with "sister"! And we could post a cover/ parody on YouTube of you singing it! And I can direct it! OR! I can become best friends with your sister- do you even have a sister? And then Elsa can sing it! Wait, but Elsa doesn't sing anymore. So we'll just stick to the first plan. What do you think?"

Did she have an espresso pumped directly into her blood stream this morning? I'm about to respond when she keeps talking.

"Wait. What does that have to do with anything? That doesn't answer my question. Why was Elsa chasing you?"

I hesitate. "Because Peter knew that."

She stares at me blankly. "So?"

Why is she so freaking innocent!? I'm going to have to literally spell it out for her, aren't eye?

"Peter took advantage on my crush on your sister."

Anna looks more confused than she was two minutes ago. But then her eyes widen, big as saucers, in realization . Her cheeks turn red. And whether it's from anger or embarrassment, I have no idea.

"That no good, son of-" Yup, definitely angry. "I can't believe he would! And you- and Elsa- and WAIT UNTIL I GET MY HANDS ON HIM! I'm going to- that's just so _MEAN_! What kind of person does that!? A redhead does- wait, I'm redheaded. No, focus, Anna! You're angry! I just- I can't. WHYYYYY!? Don't worry Jack! I'm going to find the brat and- do something really terrifying!"

"Anna, it's ok," I say, trying to calm her down. People are starting to stare at her. "I already talked to him."

"Really? And you're not even mad at him?"

"Not as much anymore."

"But he exploited your mushy, gushy feelings!"

"He also made me do something I should have done a long time ago."

"What's that?"

"Seriously talk to Elsa."

"Awww! That's so freaking adorable! I want to be the maid of honor at your wedding!" I glare at her, and she giggles. "Too soon?" I nod. "Word of advice: you should probably wait until Elsa's cooled down a little before trying to talk to her. You'll keep more limbs that way." She smiles at someone over my shoulder.

I turn to look, and there is Kristoff waving back at me with a goofy smile on his face. A small smirk of my own works onto my face. "Are you and Kristoff here together?"

"Yeah, he offered to buy me lunch, and who am I to turn down food?"

I laugh. "No one can turn down free food."

"I know! Isn't he a great friend?"

Friend? Oh, damn! Kristoff got friend-zoned hardcore! Poor guy. Something about that goofy smile tells me he's not willing to give up so easily. Good luck, bro. "Just the greatest. You should get back to him."

"Are you sure you'll be ok on your own with the ice queen?"

"Ice queen? Come on she's not _that_ bad."

A distant look fills Anna's eyes. "She's never shut you out, Jack." As fast as the look came, it is gone, replaced with a big smile. "Well good luck, bro. You're gonna need it."

"Thanks, Anna." I walk over to the table Kristoff is sitting at, waiting for Anna. I pat him on the shoulder and whisper to him, "Good luck, bro." And continue walking out of the café. Luck. We're all going to need some of it to get through this storm.

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

After saying goodbye to Kristoff, in some weird guy shoulder tap thing, Jack ran of the café. I really do hope that Elsa doesn't kill him because then they could actually start dating and being all freaking adorable together and junk. Internal gasp! They're like a whats the term for it? QTP? OEE? Oh right! OTP! That's what they are! A OTP! A ship has set sail! They need an ship name! How about Eck? Nah, too stupid. Ok, ok! We can use the last names! Okay how about frendelle? No too long! It has to be something. Something short. Something _adorable_. I got it! JELSA! Oh, it's so perfect! So adorable! So-

"What are you smiling about?" Kristoff's voice pulls me out of my happy thoughts. I hadn't realized I was smiling until he asked about it.

"Just, nothing, you know?"

"No I don't know. Enlighten me."

"Oh, big word," I tease dipping a french fry into my milkshake and popping it into my mouth.

He chuckles. "I'm serious. How did you go from "Death-to-Frost" to "Rainbows-And-Butterflies" in a three-minute conversation?"

"Well Elsa was chasing him, and Elsa doesn't run for anything. So I'm thinking like oh snap, what the heck did this idiot do this time?" but then he explained why he kissed Elsa, so it's all good." I cover my mouth quickly. "Oops, you weren't supposed to know that."

"Wow," Kristoff says, shocked. Or maybe that's amazement because he muttered something about a friend-zone. Whatever that is.

"Yeah maybe I'll be a grandma to a little Frosty. I even came up with a ship name! JELSA! Adorable, right?"

"Uh, I guess."

"So, what'd I miss, weasel."

His eyes widen. "What did you just call me?"

"A weasel," I say with a smirk.

"You just lost a fry, mouse." He says, matching my smirk and popping one f my french fries into his mouth.

I gasp. How dare he eat one of my fries. "Well, I guess I'll have to compensate with your milkshake." I take a giant gulp of the thick, chocolaty goodness.

He looks at me hurt, but the playful gleam is still there. Then, as swift as a freaking river, he reaches through the opening of the plastic cup, scoops out whip cream with his finger, and places it on my nose.

"Did you just?"

"I did."

I throw a ketchup covered fry at his face. It lands and sticks in the center of his forehead. Although I try to stay serious, a laugh escapes. I burst into uncontrollable hysteria.

That is until an onion ring lands in my hair. My laughter stops and my eyes meet those of a laughing Kristoff.

How adorable. Laughing at my onion ring filled hair. Let's change that, shall we?

I fling another fry at him. He matches it with another onion ring. We go back and forth with this, and I am about to throw another fry when Kristoff starts laughing.

"What?" I ask, confused. I mean I know that I'm covered in whipped cream and onion rings, but he's not looking to good either.

He doesn't answer, but instead pulls out his phone and snaps a picture. "You look like an onion queen," he tells me, turning the phone, so I can see.

He's right. The picture shows the back of my hair in a messy bun, but the front of it has a crown of onion rings. I burst out laughing. "I'm an onion queen," I cry out, wiping a tear from the corner of my eye.

And then, we're just laughing, holding onto our stomachs from laughing so hard. A fry from Kristoff's forehead falls from his forehead and on the table. That just makes us laugh even harder.

Someone clears their throat. Kristoff and I quickly sober.

There standing over us is a café employee. She is one of the younger employees and has her dark hair in a high ponytail. She has dark green eyes and a name-tag that reads "Tiffany" and is chewing a wad of gum like a cow.

"Look," she's says. "I get that you're like having an awesome date, and btw you guys make an adorb couple. But, like, according to my manager, you're like disturbing the peace. So I'm sorry, but I have to ask you to leave."

A couple? "Wait, we're not a-"

"Yeah? Take you're denial elsewhere. 'Cause you two have to leave like yesterday."

"Alright, we're leaving, but first can I ask you a question?"

"Sure, shoot."

"Can we have this to go?"

* * *

><p>"I can't believe you got us kicked out of there!" I tell Kristoff as we walk away from the café and towards his truck parked a block ahead of us.<p>

"We were already getting kicked out because _you_ decided to have a food fight."

"_Me?_ You were the one that whipped creamed me! And did you really have to ask to take the food to go?"

"I was hungry!"

"This is the second time you've been kicked out around me."

"Maybe you're a bad influence."

"_Excuse me?_ You're the one that stole the cup!"

"I wasn't done with my milkshake, and she refused to give me a Styrofoam cup!"

Kristoff had slapped ten extra dollars on the table and took the glass cup, with his chocolate shake inside, with him. "Her face was priceless!"

He chuckles. "It really was. I've never seen a teen so frustrated."

"So now what?"

"Now what? We just had a crazy adventure. What more could you want?"

"I don't know, but the night is young, and I really don't want to be in the crossfire when Elsa catches Jack. Besides you have a truck, and I'll give you gas money."

"You don't have to do that," he says glancing over at me, seriously. "I have a full tank of gas anyway."

"No you don't! Last I checked, your tank is halfway full."

He laughs. "Why do you have to pay attention to my gas tank?"

"If I'm going to make you drive me around until curfew, I have to make sure we won't stranded in the middle of nowhere where some deranged psychopath can come and kill us."

We've reached the truck now. He is unlocking my door first. He's about to open the door for me but pauses and turns to me. "You really want to hang out with me until curfew?"

"Of course! I couldn't think of a better way to end this," How do you describe a day that started as slaves for Peter Pan? "interesting day. " He smiles at this and opens the door completely to let me get in the car. He walks around he other side and gets in on the driver side. "Why?" I ask him once he's situated and turns over the engine. "What do you have in mind?"

"Well, I do know this one place we could go, but it's about an hour away."

"Can you get me back here before 10?"

"Curfew for you guys is at 10?" He asks.

"Tonight it is." He pulls out of the parking spot and starts to drive. I pull out my phone and send Zel a text. _Going out with Kristoff. Let Elsa know for me? Please and thank you :*_

Her response comes almost immediately. _Ohhh snap! That sounds like a date ;3 Have funnnnn!_

_Not a date. Just hanging out._

_Mhmmmhh. Where are you going?_

That's a good question. "Where are you taking me?" I ask Kristoff.

He turns to smile at me. "It's a surprise."

_I don't know. He won't tell me._

_A surprise? Sounds like a date to me ;3_

_I hate you -_-_

_Ju-ly! You love me!_

I press a button on Kristoff's radio. Some heavy metal song starts playing, and I look at Kristoff with a goofy smile before trashing, my head up and down aggressively. Kristoff is laughing shaking his head at me. Wow, this hurts. Like really bad. I stop and wrap my hands around my forehead. "Whoa," I say. "Head rush."

He laughs. "I can imagine." He changes the station to country.

"Please tell me you don't like this stuff."

"What's wrong with country?"

"Everything."

"I can't believe you don't like country. That's like not liking baby animals."

"I mean it's very filled with passion and emotion, but it's like a passionate knife to the ears."

"Just for that," he turns up the volume. "Now you get to listen to Johnny Cash in surround sound," he yells over the music.

I cover my ears. "Glob! Make it stop!"

His laugh fills the car. Well, under the music it does. He clicks off the radio. "I can't put you through that for an hour."

"Bless your soul." Kristoff pulls onto the expressway. Holy crap! Where exactly are we going? "So now what?"

"I don't know." He watches the road intensely. A moment of silence passes between us.

"Tell me a story, Kristoff."

"A story?"

"Yeah, we have to pass the time somehow."

"Um, ok?" He looks up for a few seconds, thinking. "Well, the place we're going to is the place I met my parents."

"Met your parents?" What is that even mean? Realization hits me like a giant freight train. I squeeze my eyes shut. "You were adopted."

"Yup. Me and my dog, Sven, stumbled upon this great place that was just closing. It's this freezing cold night, and I am completely lost. Sven and I are huddled up in the doorway trying to stay warm, and, suddenly, the door bursts open. We fall inside and look up at he nicest face. She let u stay the night in the lobby, and the next morning, she takes us back to what I knew as home, this terrible orphanage. And bam! That's my adoptive mom."

"Kristoff, I'm sorry," I tell him, putting a hand on top of his head.

"Don't be. That orphanage sucked, and when I left, I got to keep Sven. And now I have a family, and that's pretty great. What about you?"

"Well, my parents died when I was younger. So me and Elsa moved in with my aunt, uncle, and Rapunzel. We grew up all together like sister. That's why we're so close. I mean it's weird because my legal adult is my aunt but am I supposed to call her aunt or mom?" Kristoff laughs. "I'm serious! I was genuinely confused for a while."

This is how we spend the rest of the car ride. Not listening to music but just talking. Time completely flew by. I didn't even realize we had arrived until Kristoff parked, cut the engine, and said to me, "We're here."

"Oh wow, that was fast. I didn't can't believe that we're here already." I look out the window and gasp. "Kristoff, you're family really owns this place?" I ask excitedly.

Kristoff nods. "Yup this is the Bjorgman's family business."

I have never been more anxious to get out of car and into a building as I was now. A giant smile fills my face, and I look at Kristoff. "Well, what are you waiting for? Let's go!"

* * *

><p><strong>Where are they? How is everything going with Jack and Elsa? I know, but you don't. So see you next time!<strong>

Phoenix**/**PGCiscrazy **You were greatly missed, but welcome back :) Yes they did in fact kiss. Fenton? That's pretty cool. You're like Danny Fenton, but without the ghost powers... I think O.o Thanks for the cookies and Happy Halloween to you too... a little late but it's cool.**

When I fart ** YESSSSSSSSSS *toot* thank *toot* you**

Guest **It has been updates :)**

Guest **I _love_ 5sos! I have literally had their album on repeat since I got it. **

Guest **Thank you so much :) The chocolate bird idea? Came from my brain. It's a little crazy up there sometime (always). MK and Nod might make an appearance later, but they won't be that major.**

**OK everyone, so I have thought a lot about Merida lately. She deserves a happily ever after! So I'm posting a poll on my profile. Vote for her "prince charming." (Not that she needs one! She's freaking BA by herself!) Should it be Hiccup, an OC, no one, or another character you have in mind? Go cast your votes now and leave a comment in a review or PM.**


	18. Ice Skating and One Dreaded Hour

**And I'm baaaaack! I hope you all enjoyed that last chapter. Now let's figure out where we left Anna and Kristoff. **

**BTW I'm almost 100% that there will be a time jump to keep up with the weather outside. It's an OCD thing. I'm sorry.**

**Oh, and Merry Christmas! XD**

* * *

><p>This is awesome! I can't believe he brought me here! "This is the coolest thing that has has ever happened to me!" I say excitedly, running towards the entrance. Kristoff laughs behinds me. He pulls out a duffle bag from the back of his truck then follows me to the entrance. "Come on!" I know I'm whining, but I'm so freaking excited.<p>

Kristoff brought me to the freaking Bjorgman's Ice Skating Rink. I have never heard of it until today, BUT I love ice skating rinks. Elsa spend all her time at ice skating rinks when we were kids. I was, am, completely terrible at ice skating. I mean I'm clumsy on a flat surface, so just imagine that elevated on skates and on a sheet of ice.

I've just always loved how beautiful the ice looks and the hot coco, and it's all just fun. Everything! The falling and all. I haven't been to one since before my parents died. Now I get to share it all with Kristoff. That's pretty great.

I get to the door and am about to push it open when a sign catches my attention. "Kristoff, this place was supposed to be closed an hour ago."

He reaches into his pocket. "Well, lucky for us, I have the master key," he shows me a shiny gold key. "And the maintenance crew should be in there, so we're all set."

A giant smile covers more than half of my face, and I give Kristoff a giant hug. It's kind of hard because, you know, dude's freaking tall, so I have to climb on my tip-toes. "You're the best," I say, quietly.

"I know," he whispers back.

When I pull away, he turns away really fast. His face looks red. Maybe it's cold out here.

He uses the key to open the door and holds it open for me to walk through. This is going to be awesome. And cold...

I look down at my outfit of the day: Peter's stupid "I lost a bet" shirt, my skinny jeans, a cardigan, and a light sweater over it. Not really Something a person would wear to go ice-skating in. "Hey Kristoff," I ask.

"Yeah?" He begins leading me down a long hallway. There is a small room at the end of this hallway. The door says security on it.

"I'm not exactly dressed to be in an ice-skating rink."

He pats the duffle-bag he has singed over his shoulder. "That's what this is for." He taps on the door gently. There is movement behind the door for a few minutes before it is opened.

A deep voice says from the other side of the door says, "Annie**(1) **did you lock yourself inside again?" The door opens, revealing a man in a pair of worn out jeans and a black staff shirt. His eyes widen when he sees that Kristoff and I aren't someone named Annie.

He squints. "Kritstoff?"

"Yeah, Uncle Benjamin," Kristoff says. "It's me."

Uncle Benjamin laughs and wraps his arms around Kristoff. It's only then that I can see the drastic height difference between the two. Kristoff is taller than me by like a head, but he's not abnormally tall.

He pulls away and looks at me. "Who is this?"

"Oh, this is Anna."

"Anna?"

"Hello," I say with a small wave.

He looks at Kristoff seriously. "Bulda and Cliff know?"

"That depends. Do Gothi and Pepper know you've locked their youngestv in a giant ice skating rink _multiple_ times?"

"Touche," he throws his hands up. "Fine, I'll keep my lips sealed. You still have that spare key I gave you?" Kristoff holds up the key as evidence. "You know the pin?"

"Has anyone changed it recently?"

"No, it's the same."

"Then, yes."

He looks at the clock on the wall behind him. "If you promise to lock up and set the alarm for me before you leave, it's all yours. Don't worry about the footage, I'll handle it tomorrow morning." He reaches into the security room and grabs a jacket. He starts to put it on as he says, "And to reiterate, if Gothi and Pepper ever find out about me locking Annie in here on a few occasions, I will have you're head on a silver platter," Benjamin punches Kristoff in the arm, hard. Kristoff rubs it in the spot that he was punched. "It was great seeing you, Kristoff." He extends his hand to me. "You too, Anna. Maybe we'll see you over the holidays. Kristoff's never brought a girl home, but he's also never brought a girl to an ice skating rink. So there must be a first time for everything."

Uncle Benjamin starts away from us before either of us have the opportunity to deny dating. You know something? That's like the fifth time someone has mistaken us for a couple. Weird. "So that's your uncle, huh?"

"Yep," Kristoff answers. "That's my uncle Benjamin. That was a lot easier than I thought it would be."

"Wait. You knew he was going to be here?"

"Yean, he always works the weekend shift. He's probably the only one who would let us skate without an interrogation and telling my parents. It's easier to get away with things wit him if you have the right dirt on him." He shuts the security room door and starts walking back down the hallway. I jog to keep up with him. "So, are you ready to skate, Anna?"

I look at him and smile. "I thought you'd never ask."

* * *

><p><strong>Elsa's POV<strong>

My lungs are burning, my legs are throbbing. The last time I ran like that was when **(2)**Kai and I were training for the junior ice skating Olympics.

I'm exhausted. And for what? I still lost Jack. Bastard kissed me _and_ got away. I'm livid.

After that fiasco, I walked back to the dorms, and opened the door, hoping to be alone for a little while. I just need some time to cool off before trying to talk to him again.

But just my freaking luck. Merida's here, lounging on her bed. I slam the door behind me. Oh, and that's right. I never went back to the cafe to grab my stuff. It isn't exactly intentional, but I'm just so angry.

Merida sits up, startled. "Well, hello to you too."

I look at her seriously. "Don't." I now realize how cold I am. I'm shivering and my freaking sweater, bookbag, wallet, and coffee are still at the table with Rapunzel. I'm just lucky that I had my phone and keys in my pocket. Now all I want to do is shower and curl into a ball and sleep.

I throw the keys and phone on my bed and grab a change of clothes, pajamas. My voice cracks when I say, "I'm going to shower. Knock if you need me."

The bathroom door slams shut behind me, and I sink down onto the carpet we put on the ground and curl up. I'm confused and hurt, and I feel like crying.

_Why do I feel like crying?_

There's a hesitant knock on the door. "Elsa?" Merida's voice asks, gently. "I know it's none of my business, but you're phone has been going off."

I don't answer at first. "Who are they from?"

"Rapunzel. She just texted me. She says she has your stuff and she'll drop it off later tonight."

"Awesome," I mumble.

There's moment of complete silence. Then, "Elsa?"

"Yeah?" My voice sounds weak, fragile.

"Are you ok?"

All I have to do is lie. Tell her everything is fine. But I can't. "No," I croak.

"I'm coming in, ok?" The door opens slowly. "You really should lock the door when you try to shower." She sits down next to me on the rug. "What happened?"

I rub my eyes... which are wet? When did I start crying? I am not sad over some stupid boy! I'm angry! Why am I crying? I sit up and squeeze my legs against my chest. I groan. Should I even tell Merida? Sure, we're roommates, but she's known Jack more than I have. How will she take it?

"Jack kissed me." I blurt out before I can stop myself.

Merida's eyes widen. "He did what, now?"

I clear my throat. "He kissed me."

"I, he, what?" Merida questions, holding her forehead in her hands. "I mean I knew he liked you. That was obvious from the day he let you wear his sweater, but he _kissed_ you? Holy crap. That bastard!"

"You think he likes me?"

"Isn't it obvious? He kissed you, didn't he?"

"Well, yeah, but what if it was for some other reason?"

"Elsa, you're crying because of this? He's just some stupid boy." She looks at me. "You can't be serious?"

"What?"

"You really like that idiot don't you?"

"I've only known him for about two months."

"Well you don't have to impress him."

I scoff. "Says the girl who made me do her hair and make up yesterday, so she could impress some guy."

Merida laughs. "Excuse you. It was for a contest, which I won."

"What was the prize," I ask, rubbing my eyes again.

"A gift card, but we were talking about you, and what we're going to do to Jack when we see him again."

"We?"

"Hell yeah," she shakes her head. "That jerk. Messing with _my_ roommate? I'll rip him to shreds."

"I don't think I'm really mad at him. I'm just confused"

"And that makes you mad, right?"

"Yes?"

She smiles and stands up. "Which makes you mad at Jack for making you confused, so I still get to kill him." She leaves the bathroom but calls from her room, "Don't take too long with your shower. We have a death to plan."

I chuckle and turn on the water. "We don't have to kill him, Merida."

"But we could seriously hurt him," she yells back.

This will be one interesting night.

* * *

><p><strong>Jack's POV<strong>

Let me try to remember where Elsa's room is... Think, Jack, think! Wait a minute... Jack you dumbass! Her and Merida are roommates!

My stomach growls.

Oh, yeah. Peter has my lunch... and my wallet... and my phone... and my _sweater_! Maybe he's still at the cafe. Only one way to find out.

My pace quickens as I walk back in the direction of the cafe, where there is in fact a little red car!

YES!

There's someone leaning in through the passenger window. Who's that? I cross the street quickly, nearly getting hit by a car and rush to Peter's car. It's Rapunzel. Oh, right. She was here with Elsa before her cousin chased me around town. When I get to the car, I lean in the window next to Rapunzel.

"Hey Rapunzel." I nod at Peter.

She glares at me. Oh, great. She's mad at me too. "What the hell did you my cousin? I haven't seen her run like that in forever."

Peter laughs from inside the car. "Lover boy over here? Did I forget to mention he grew a pair and planted a good one on your cousin?" Rapunzel gapes at me. "So yeah that happened. Then both of them took off running around town leaving poor old Rapunzel and Peter with all of their crap."

"I was just starting to like you, Peter."

He shrugs in response and smiles. "What fun would it be if we actually got along?"

"You did _what_?" Rapunzel asks, shocked. "I can't_ believe_ you."

"I know. I'm going to go talk to her. We'll work it out, and things will go back to normal." Back to the normal that I can't spontaneously kiss Elsa? Is that what I _really_ want?

"You better. The last guy that tried to kiss Elsa faced the wrath of me and Anna, and my dad," she pauses. "And my chameleon, Pascal!"

Wait, the last guy that _tried_ to kiss Elsa? Does that mean that I stole her first kiss? I am a terrible person! I look at Rapunzel horror-struck. She seems to have realized this too.

Peter just looks confused. "What did I just missed?"

"You took her first kiss." Rapunzel says.

Peter sighs. "Dammit. I feel bad for you now. Get in, both of you. I'll give you a ride to the girls' dormitory. So you," he points at Rapunzel. "can get back before curfew and maybe see the love of your life. And you," he points to me. "can go apologize to the love of your life."

"She's not the love-"

Peter interrupts, "Shut up and get in before I change my mind."

Rapunzel and I climb in, and Peter starts the car. His phone rings, and he checks his messages. He laughs like a mad man. "Anna found Wendy," he says happily. "I have a date!" He yells, as he accelerates through a red light, nearly missing a pedestrian.

I may not even make it to Elsa's room with this psycho's driving.

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

"How'd you get so good at this again?" I ask, trying to stay balanced on my skates while Kristoff literally skates circles around me.

"My parents own an ice skating rink. Plus, I was on a hockey team since I was old enough to balance in a pair of skates."

"Hockey? Sweet." I stick both of my arms out and try to move from where I am.

Kristoff's laughter fills the giant room. "Do you need some help?"

"No," I reply. I know I'm being stubborn, but I know I can do it on my own. "I got this." I struggle some more.

"You could just hold onto the railings."

"I'm just going to tune you out now."

"Seriously, just let me help you learn the basics."

"Kristoff, how many times do I have to tell you I got- whoa!" My left food slides (crashes) into my right and sends me falling on the ice. My legs are in a tangled mess, my back flat on the cold ice. "Ouch."

"Anna," Kristoff yells, sliding on his knees to get to me. "Are you okay?"

"Just great," I say looking up at his face. "Not to complain, or anything, but it's kind of cold down here. Do you think you could?"

Kristoff smiles and stands back up, effortlessly and reaches down to help me up. Once I am standing up next to him, he hesitantly grabs my hand. Why does he look so nervous now?

"It's like gliding on the ice," he says, gently. "Let's move off the ice and get you one of my sweaters and gloves. You're freezing."

He grabs my other hand in his big ones, which are surprisingly warm and skates backwards to the entrance of the rink, pulling me gently along with him.

I smile really big at him. "Can you teach me how to do this?"

He laughs, red tinging his cheeks. He must be cold. "One step at a time."

We finally get off the ice, and Kristoff helps me keep my balance as I wobble to the bench where he left his huge duffle bag. He reaches inside and pulls out a pair of wool mittens and a red Reindeer sweater.

"I feel like I'm betraying the Mice."

He laughs, and I let him help me pull it on over my head. It's huge on me, completely covers my fingertips. "I don't think I'm going to need the gloves." I tell him, handing them back.

Kristoff accepts them and stares at the sweater around me. "You're missing something." He thinks for a minute, then pulls out a hat from the bag and puts it on my head. Kristoff stares at me a minute longer than grabs the scarf from around his neck and wraps it around mine.

"There, now you're ready to skate."

"This scarf smells like you... Wait, that sounded really weird. I didn't mean it like a creep or anything. I just mean that it smells like you."

"And what exactly do I smell like? "

I take a deep sniff of the scarf around my neck. "I don't know. Like you."

He laughs. "You can't define my smell?"

"It's hard," I wine. "You try defining my smell."

"Challenge accepted." He leans in and sniffs me. "Well, now you smell like me."

"Which smells like?"

"I asked you first."

"Fine. You smell like, nature and adventure."

"What does adventure smell like?"

"It smells like what it smells like!" I tell him. "Now are you going to teach me how to skate or not?"

"Alright, let's do this." He goes to grab my hand but stops. "Are you going to let me help you?"

"Yes, let's roll," I tell him, grabbing his hand and shakily moving towards the entrance again. "Okay, gliding right? I can do that." I move my feet, careful not to lift it from the ice. That doesn't, however, stop me from falling again.

Kristoff, is here this time to catch me. He holds me in both his arms and looks down at me. "Are you okay," he asks, gently.

What is this weird feeling? I feel butterflies in my stomach, and there's this weird heat in my cheeks. Kristoff's big brown are full of such concern, I feel like jello. "Yeah," I whisper. I clear my throat. "Yeah, yeah, I'm fine. Great, really."

Kristoff's face reddens, too. He nervously laughs. "So, ice skating. Gliding."

"What else?"

"Well, it's all about you're balance. Stay loose and don't bend your knees or lean forward. If you lean forward, you're skates can dig into the ground, and you'll fall forward."

"I can't lift my feet, right?"

"No, you should be lifting your feet like if you were walking."

"Okay, I think I can do this." I am about to let go of his hand when something stops me. "But just in case I can't," I squeeze his hand and start skating, very wobbly I should add.

We spent the next few hours skating around the rink. And when I had finally gotten the hang of skating around, we chased each other around the rink. I fell, you know, occasionally. Ok, fine. It was more like once every five minutes. But that's okay. Because we'd laugh, and Kristoff would help me up. We were taking tons of pictures, too. A goofy selfie here and there never hurt anybody.

I had even tried pulling off some of the skating trick type thingies Elsa used to do. That didn't end too well...

I completely wiped out. But not the good type of wipe out that you can laugh about. No, I slammed my head down hard on that freaking ice. Things got fuzzy, and Kristoff came skating over as fast as he could.

"Are you okay?" His voice cut through the fuzziness. Things started to clear up.

"Yeah," I reply, sitting up, slowly.

"I think that's enough skating for the night."

"But I really did almost have that spinning thing down."

He laughs. "You were nowhere near nailing that trick." Kristoff wraps his arm around my shoulders and helps me stand.

Whoa! My leg really hurts. Like a lot. It gives out, and if not for Kristoff's arm around me, I would have fallen on the ice again. "Ouch."

"What the-"

"What?"

"Your leg. It's bleeding."

"What?" I look down at my leg. He's right. There is a rip in my jeans below my knee, revealing a cut on my skin. When I fell, I must have cut myself with the skates. "Well, look at that."

"Come on. Let's go get you patched up."

"Do you want me to crawl to the exit?"

"No, I got you," He tells me.

"What do you- Oh glob!" Kristoff puts his other arm behind my knees to then pick me up. His strong arms hold me bridal style. "Wow. Okay you're strong."

Kristoff just laughs. He skates off the ice and exists the rink. He gently sets me down on the bench and sits down next to me. "Just let me take off these skates, and I'll go grab you the first aid kit."

He leaves to grab the kit, and I am given the opportunity to examine the cut. I take off the skates and am left in my mismatched socks. Oops. Guess it's time to do laundry.

I poke at the cut. It's not super deep, but it still hurts like a mother! "Stop doing that," Kristoff scolds from behind me, making me jump. "You'll just make it worse."

"Sorry," I mumble.

"It's alright." He sits down next to me and puts my leg in his lap. His hands carefully roll up my jeans, so he can have easy access to the cut. Kristoff begins cleaning it using a disinfectant from the first aid kit. He takes a roll of gauze and begins wrapping it around my leg, making sure that the wound is completely covered.

"You should be okay with that," he tells me, pulling down my jeans carefully. "But your jeans are a different story."

"Darnit! These were my favorite jeans!"

He takes the scarf from around my neck and ties it around the wound. "Here, you can keep the scarf there to compensate."

I laugh and smile at him. "Thank you for everything: the ice skating, the lunch, and the patch job. It's been a great day, so thanks."

His face reddens as his smile widens. "It was nothing." He clears his throat. "How do you feel about some hot chocolate?"

"That sounds perfect."

* * *

><p><strong>Jack's POV<strong>

"Thanks again, Peter. Have fun on your date." I tell the redhead, grabbing my sweater, PB and J, Elsa's bag, my, now cold, latte, and Elsa's, barely warm, pumpkin spice latte.

"You too," he says with his signature mischievous smile. He looks at Rapunzel and winks, "You too, pixie cut." Before the doors are even completely shut, he drives off. Must be excited for his date with Wendy.

Rapunzel and I walk into the building and ride up in the elevator silently. When we arrive on her floor she exists. I sigh. Guess I really am alone in this. Okay, deep breaths. You can do this.

Just before the doors close, Rapunzel sticks her arm in to stop it. The door opens back up. "Hey Jack," she says. "Don't hurt my cousin, okay?"

I nod. "I wouldn't dream of it."

"In that case," she pushes the close door button and waves from the other side. "Good luck, Jack Frost," she says as the doors shut close.

Alright, Frost. You made it this far. You can do it. No. You _have_ to do this. You have to make this right.

The elevator dings, and I'm on Elsa's floor. It's now or never.

I walk down the hallway until I am standing in front of her door. Just knock. My fist raises but hovers above the wood. Knock, Jack!

_Knock, knock._

I release the breath I didn't know I was holding. There. Step one is complete. Now, if only talking to her was as easy as knocking.

The door creaks open. "Of course it's you," a familiar angry, Scottish voice says.

Elsa being mad at me? It sucks, but I'm almost positive I can handle. Merida, on the other hand? I don't think I'm going to make it out alive. The last time Merida was this mad was when Mulan and her were still roommates. They both ended up in the hospital. This could be very bad.

I nervously laugh. "Oh hey, Merida. Is Elsa home?"

"That doesn't really matter, Jackson." Uh-oh. Full name. Bad sign.

"Merida, I just need to talk to-" my sentence gets cut off along with my air supply, for Merida's hand is now pushing against my throat.

"Save it. You're talking to _me_ now." Before I can even think about what's going on, I am pushed up against the hallway wall. I try fighting against her, but this is the same chick that grew up fighting freaking grizzly bears!

This is not going to end well.

* * *

><p><strong>Elsa's POV<strong>

I feel so much better. That shower really did hit the spot. I should apologize to Merida for being so cold earlier.

"Hey, Merida," I say, once I open the bathroom door. I look around the room for her, but it's empty. "Hello?"

The other door is wide open. She's probably talking to someone in the hallway. There are a lot of voice coming from the doorway. I peek into the hallway and gasp.

Jack Frost is on the ground, pinned under Merida. She has her legs on his arms, stopping him from going anywhere. His legs are thrashing around under her, trying to get free.

Merida is yelling life threats at him, drawing the attention of other girls on our floor. They are peeking out from their own rooms and watching. Merida is about to punch him.

"Merida, wait." I yell, reaching out for her.

She looks up at me. Her eyes are filled with absolute rage. "For what?" she asks, angrily. "This idiot deserves punishment! One of the first things I told him and Hiccup is don't mess with my roommate. It could end way too messy." She glares at Jack. "You didn't listen to me, and what did I say would happen if you broke my number one rule?"

"I'd get my face pounded in," he mumbled.

"You'd get your face pounded in! And that's what I plan to do!" She goes to punch again. I catch her fist.

"First of all, think about what you're doing. _Really_ think about it. You're sitting on top of another student about to hit him, so you're already threatening yourself with a possible suspension." Not working. think of a different approach. I wave my hand at all the people in the hallway. "Second, just look at all of the witnesses."

She looks around and her expression softens. Alright. Now, we're getting somewhere. "Plus, Jack is you're friend. Do you really want to kill him?"

"At the moment? Yes."

"Think of the lasting effects."

She glares at Jack a minute longer then sighs. "Fine." Merida stands up. "You have at most an hour to talk before I come back. Frost, you better be gone. Time starts now." She sends a murderous glare to the girls still watching. "And what are you busybodies looking at?" Anyone who was watching Merida almost destroy Jack quickly retire to their rooms. "That's what I thought." Without another word, she walks back down the hallway towards the elevator.

Jack slowly stands up, dusting himself off in the process. "So, do you want to talk?" reaches on the ground next to him. I hadn't even noticed all the stuff there, including my bookbag and forgotten latte. "I brought gifts," he chuckles nervously.

I keep a poker-face. "You have one hour."

* * *

><p><strong>(1) Who could this be? I'll give you a hint. It is the name of the voice actress of a character with about two sung lines and no name. She is my second favorite character in Frozen.<strong>

**(2) Who is Kai? *singsong voice* You'll see... :3**

Guest** You're Jelsa fluff request is my command**

Guest **I'm glad that I could make you laugh so hard. Fall in love? As much as I would love to rush them into a relationship filled with fluffy love and winter fun, but I cannot. I would be betraying my self conscious if I did. **

PGCiscrazy **I don't... O.o But I trust that you are human... maybe.**

maggie98 **I totally agree with you! I think Elsa's hair looks better when it's up. You can imagine Rapunzel however you'd like. I'm glad that you like the amounts of fluff. I share your obsession! I'm always all over the internet searching up pictures of them! And I agree with you that Merida should end up with an OC or Hiccup. She's freaking fantastic, and she deserves true love as much as the next character.**


	19. I Promise

**Wow, guys! 2014 is officially over! On January 2, 2014, a silly teenager thought that she could write a fanfic about her favorite characters.**

**18 chapters, 370 reviews, 299 followers, 235 favorites, 2 communities, and 47, 899 views later, here we are. **

**Thank you all for sticking with me for a year. And here's to 2015. May it be just as great or better than 2014. Enjoy.**

* * *

><p><strong>Elsa's POV<strong>

"You have an hour, which frankly seems like too much time, so I have the right to kick you out any point between now and one hour from now. Got it?" Jack, who sits across me on Merida's bed, nods. "Then you should get talking."

He takes a deep breath and exhales slowly. He must be thinking of what to say. "Are you hungry?"

I know my face express my complete shock. "What?"

"I know how stupid that sounds, and it's not that I didn't have anything better to say. I just thought maybe you'd be less angry if you weren't hungry," I just look at him. "Plus, I did bring gifts," he clears his throat, "Rapunzel said you didn't get the chance to even taste your pumpkin spice latte, so I assume you didn't eat either. What do you think of half a PB and J and some coffee?" Silence. "I'll even warm it up for you." He looks down at his hands in his lap, waiting for a response.

He does drive a hard bargain. "Okay."

Jack looks u at me, hopeful. "Really?" A small smiles spreads on his face. He jumps up from the bed and grabs the two cups of coffee. "I'll be right back," he tells me leaving the room and into the hallway. There's a microwave at the end of the hallway on every floor since they're banned in the rooms.

It is now that I realize my hair is loose and wet... and tangled. I stand and go back into the bathroom to grab my brush and start untangling it. When Jack comes back, I'm still untangling. He hands me my latte and sits on the floor with his and the sandwich. He pats the spot nest to him on the floor.

Jack is just staring at me. "What?"

"I've never seen you with your hair down."

"So?"

"It's looks nice."

The corners of my mouth lift up slightly, but I force it down and tie my hair up in a messy ponytail. He smiles a little. "Do you want the smaller or bigger half?"

I take a sip of my coffee and sit down across from him. "Surprise me."

Jack hands me a half of the PB and J and takes a bite from his own. "Let me start by telling you I'm sorry."

Sorry? That's how he's going to start this off? "You're sorry?" I demand from him.

His face shows that he realizes he's made a mistake. "That sounded better in my head. I just mean that I'm sorry it had to be like this."

What does that even mean? I arch an eyebrow at him.

He sees this expression and tries to explain himself. "What I mean is that I just, I just wished it could have gone differently on my terms."

On his terms? What does that mean? If he wasn't his terms who's terms was he on? Wait, Elsa. You know exactly who's terms he was on: Peter's. "You were Peter's slave today." It's not so much a question but more of a statement. Guilt is written all over his face. I've hit the nail right on the head. I laugh darkly. "Well, then it all makes sense, doesn't it?" I stand up and start pacing back and forth. "Peter told you to kiss me. How could I have been stupid enough to think anything less?"

Jack stands up and puts his hands in front of him. "No Elsa. It's not like that."

I ignore him, "And then not only do you kiss me because of some petty dare, but you also decided it would be a genius idea to have me chase you around the entire time. You didn't have the decency to tell me you kissed me because of some stupid bet." I stop walking. Jack stands in front if me. "You know what the sad part is? I wanted it to be real. And then Merida had to go and entertain the idea with this false hope. Messed up, isn't it?"

"Elsa, wait," he pleas, but I'm not done yet.

"Why me, Jack? There were tons of girls in that restaurant that Peter could have made you kiss. Why was it me?"

"Just let me explain, please." He puts his arm out, reaching for me.

I pull away and demand, "Why should I listen to anything you have to say? You've been avoiding me all day and decide to come apologize for kissing me because of a stupid bet made you do it to clear your guilty conscious. Now just tell me, how exactly does that prove that I should listen to what you have to say?"

He steps closer to me. "Because you told me I had an hour. And I haven't told you the story yet."

"And I told you," I take a step back. "that I had the right to end the time you have at any point." I pull open the door. "And I choose now. Conversation over."

"Fine," he tells me. He walks through the doorway and sits down on the carpeted floor of the hallway outside my door. "Then I will sit, right here, outside your door, talking through the crack until you understand."

"Understand what, Jack? That you kissed me because of some redhead, because of some bet? What more is there to understand?"

"Even if Peter wouldn't have made me, I would have kissed you eventually," he blurts out. Jack's face turns red, realizing what he's said, and he looks down at the hands in his lap.

My rage subsides, replaced by shock and confusion. "You-you would have?"

"Of course," he mumbles.

I crouch down next to him. I understand it now. I had been asking why Peter picked me, and here it was my answer, sitting in front of my door, begging me to understand. I may have put one and two together, but I still want to hear_ him_ say it. My index finger touches the skin under his chin and lifts it up, so his eyes meet mine. "Why?"

Jack's eyes face scrunches up in thought. "Why wouldn't I?" I'm taken aback by this response. "For one thing, Elsa, you're freaking beautiful. Another, you're personality is just as beautiful as your face. I told you something not even Merida knows within the first month I knew you. You have the biggest heart out of any one I've ever known. And I consider myself lucky to call you a friend. From the first death glare you sent my way when Anna got a detention, I knew."

"You knew what, Jack?"

"I knew that I really liked you." His cheeks are a flaming red. "And then Peter knew because of I don't even know what, and he decided to use it against me because I pissed him off earlier this morning. I'm sorry that you got dragged into all of this. I'm a complete idiot for it, and you have every right to never speak to me again. I understand." Jack begins to stand up. "You can keep the food. Maybe I'll see you in class." He tries to walk away, but I grab is arm and stop him.

"Where do you think you're going?" I ask with a small smirk.

"I'm leaving you alone. It is what you wanted, isn't it?"

"You offered me half of a sandwich. I'm not going to eat the other one, and I am allowed to change my mind, aren't I?"

Jack's eyes fill with a playful gleam, and a smile tugs at the corners. "Elsa Arendelle, are you inviting me into your room?"

"Well, you did get me a PB and J dinner, and you have about half an hour left."

"Well then, we have no time to waste," He gestures dramatically towards the entrance. "Ladies first."

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

"I think it's time to head back," Kristoff says, putting the mug down on the table that we're sitting on.

"Aw," I whine. "Do we have to?"

"If you want to get back before curfew? Yes."

"Ok," I jump down from the table we were sitting on. "Let me help you clean up." I grab the two mugs we drank our hot chocolate and am about to take them to the kitchen to wash them when Kristoff stops me.

"I got it," he grabs them from me gently. "Besides, I have something a little bit more fun we could do to clean."

"What's that?" Cleaning and fun? That sounds incredible!

"Well, that ice won't smooth itself out, will it?" He leads me towards two giant doorways near the ice. Kristoff pulls open the doors one at a time, revealing a giant red truck like thing. This thing is massive! "This is the Zamboni."

"Whoa! This thing is a monster!" I gasp. "No! It's like a monster truck on ice! This thing is so cool!"

Kristoff laughs. "Yeah, I guess you could stay that." I can't stop staring at it. It's so shinny and red. I feel Kristoff look at me from the corner of my eye. "Have you ever seen one of these in person."

"Pft, of course I have. Elsa, used to be this amazing figure skater, so like half of my childhood was spent at ice skating rings watching her practice and compete. I've never seen one so up close before, and it's so shiny and really freaking big."

He sends a boyish smile my way, filled with so much mischief. "Do you want to drive it?"

"What? Me drive that... that beast!? No, no, no! I mean it be awesome, but I'd probably crash, and your uncle barely let you use the rink. If I crash your family's zamboni, they're just going to hate me, and they haven't even _met _me! And that'll be awkward, and I'm already awkward, so it would be double awkward!"

"Whoa, Anna, all you have to do is steer, and I'll be right next to you the entire time, controlling the blades and the different tanks."

"Wait there are blades on that thing? I don't think this is such a great idea."

"It'll be fine. I promise," he extends his open hand for me. "Come on."

This is absolutely crazy! I could just turn around and reject the offer completely. But... No, Anna! No buts! Hey mind, don't tell me what I can't think! Butt! Butt! Butt! BUTT! Wait, we were talking about the other kind of but... Think about it like this: when's the next time someone's going to let us drive a zamboni? Good point, me. I'm taking that hand!

I take hold off his hand and smile. This is going to be awesome. "Okay, but I must warn you, I'm not the best driver, and I don't have a license yet."

"You don't need a license to drive a zamboni," he tells me, leading me into the zamboni's room. He flips on a light switch. "First we have to prepare the machine."

I look down at our joined hands. "That's going to be kind of hard to do with one hand."

Kristoff's face turns bright red, and he clears his throat. "Oh, um, yeah, you're right," he mumbles. "So the first thing you have to do is fill this tank with water." He goes towards the back of the zamboni, where all the controls are, pushes a few buttons, and the back of the zamboni lifts up, revealing a giant bucket, and I mean like freaking huge! Kristoff comes back around and moves towards the wall to grab a hose. He puts the end into the bucket and turns on the water.

It fills up faster than I thought it would, and Kristoff has me wrap up the hose after he turns off the water. "Now we lower it again and raise the conditioner." He pushes more buttons in the front of the zamboni and causes the giant bucket to sink back into the machine and cause this white strip to lift up in the front.

"What does this thing do?"

"That's where the skirt goes," he says, coming back around. "It's a long blade."

"Oh, fun?"

He laughs and grabs this long, heavy looking black strip. I guess that's the blade. I watch as he puts it in place on the conditioner.

"Now what?"

"Now we drive."

"What? Really?" Kristoff nods and leads me to the back of the zamboni.

"Sit down," he says gesturing to the only seat.

"Wait, then where are you going to sit?" I start panicking. "I can't do this! I'll crash, and your family will hate me!"

"Don't worry about me. I'll be there every step of the way."

"Pinky promise?" I ask, extending my pinkie finger.

"Pinkie promise," he says, wrapping his huge pinkie around mine.

I nod. "Okay, I can do this. Just tell me what to do, and I'll cross my fingers and hope I don't crash."

Kristoff hops on the back of the zamboni. "I'll be here to control all of the blades and tanks and brushes. All you have to do is turn the wheel and push down the pedals."

"Pedals and wheel. Got it. Which one makes it, you know," I gesture forward. "Go?"

"The one on your left makes the machine go froward and the one on the left makes it go back it will double as your brake. And just remember that it only moves forward and backward. It's really important the you keep your speed even."

"Speed even. Right."

"You're all set." Deep breaths, Anna. You can do this. "Whenever your ready." Hands, stop your shaking! We got this! Like George Lopez! "Any day now. _Whoa!_"

This sudden 'whoa' was caused by my nerves completely taking over my foot, and making the zamboni lurch froward suddenly and then my frenzy of panic jerking it to a stop. This jerky, lurchy affect caused Kristoff to fly from his spot on the back of the machine. "Oh my glob! I'm so so so sorry! This was a bad idea! I can't do this," I hop off the seat of the zamboni and run to check if Kristoff is okay.

I kneel down next to him. "Are you okay?"

He slowly sits up and puts his hand on his head. "Yeah, I'm okay."

"No, you're not. You hit your head. Let me see." I move his hands away from his head and take a look. The spot is red and a yellowish color. "You're totally going to have an ugly bruise there." I gently trace my fingers accross it. "Are you sure you're okay?"

"Yeah, it's fine. I have a thick skull." He looks up at me with a shy smile. "Now let's get you back behind that steering wheel."

"Oh, no, no, nope, not gonna do it."

Kristoff stands up. "Wait a second. You made me make a pinkie promise just so you could back out and just say nope?"

"Yes," I say more as a question than a statement.

"No way. You're not going to do that to me and Ned."

I blink. "Ned?"

"That's his name," he replies pointing to the zamboni. "It's not everyday that someone like you takes him out on the ice."

"Someone like me?"

"Someone like you."

I sigh. A pinkie promise is a pinkie promise. "I'd hate to disappoint Ned."

Kristoff smiles. "I knew that'd get you."

I laugh. "We have some ice to make! We could even come up with a name for this! The ice straightners or the ice makers!"

"How about we just do what the name says and then loose the name."

I jump on the seat again. "You're no fun."

* * *

><p><strong>Elsa's POV<strong>

"You know," Jack says, mouth full of PB and J from his position on Merdia's bed. "I got this sandwich because I had never been there and anyone would play it safe, but this was a great decision."

I nod. "You did good, Frost."

"Now, I'm going to ask what we're both thinking."

"And what's that, Jack?"

He looks at me with a small smile and serious eyes. "Where does this leave us?"

He's right. I have been thinking about this. Now what? "I'm not sure."

"You know that I think you're spectacular and I really like you, so I guess the ball's in your court."

What do I want to happen? Am I willing to take a chance with this guy? It's easier to just keep the subject off of me. "What do you want to happen?"

"If it were up to me," Jack says, lying back on Merida's bed and closing his eyes. "I'd take you out. I would make an official relationship, so I could kiss you whenever I wanted to," he opens one eye and looks up at me. "With your permission of course," his eye closes again. "But judging by your reaction to the one today, I'd say there would be no objection from you." I scoff and throw a pillow at him. He laughs and sits up. "Seriously, Elsa, where do we go from here? I won't rush you into anything, nor will I force you, but I need to know."

"Well," I start. "I haven't killed you for kissing me yet, have I?"

"Come on, Elsa, I know you like me."

"What makes you so sure?"

"I just do."

"Well, I guess if my first kiss had to be with anyone, I'm glad it was you." He smiles at me and his cheeks brighten. "I like you too, Jack."

His smile gets even bigger and he jumps excitedly, throwing a fist into the air. Jack quickly recovers and throws his hands in his pocket, trying to play it off. I laugh at his attempts. "Then Elsa Arendelle, I will have to ask you out on a date."

"Was that your way of asking?"

"Of course not! This is one of the happiest moments of my adolescent life. I'm not planning on blowing this, so when I ask you out it's going to be special, and it could happen at any moment, so expect the unexpected."

"So as of right now you are not asking me out?"

"Nope. When I ask you out, it's going to be absolutely amazing, followed by an even more amazing date. Everything has to be planned out not just in the spur of the moment in your dorm over a pb and j."

"Does it really matter? It's your way of verifying that I will in fact go on a date with you."

"But even that needs to be perfect." He looks at me seriously. "Elsa, you deserve nothing short of perfection, and that's exactly what I promise to give to you. So don't go running off and elope with some guy because you know that I am going to ask you out."

"I don't know if I can wait that long, Jack," I say, teasingly. "Kyle from biology has been giving flirty eyes all week. I just don't know if I can help myself."

"Well, Kyle is a catch. I am no match for him," he mocks, theatrically. He looks at me seriously. "Has he really been looking at you like that?"

"Jack, Kyle spends bio sleeping."

He awkwardly laughs. "Of course. I knew that."

We finish our pb and J halves and coffee, and spend the rest of the hour just talking. When Merida comes back to the room, Jack and me are lying on my bed half asleep and joking about what Kyle and my wedding would look like.

"Well, it would have to be in Vegas for starters. That's the place to elope." Jack says.

"Of course. But who would marry us? Elvis or are you thinking of something else?"

"What the hell?" Merida yells, stunned. "I leave you two alone for an hour, and you decide to plan out your wedding in Vegas!?"

"Merida, Merida, _Merida, _I tried to convince her to wait, but she wants all this," he gestures to himself. I hit his arm.

"No, Merida. It's not me and Jack eloping. It's me and Kyle."

"From biology? I thought he was too much of a drooler for your taste, Elsa. He's _always _asleep." At this, Jack can't contain his laughter.

He checks the time on his phone. "Better get going. Hiccup should be back soon, and curfew is soon." He gets up from the bed and grabs the garbage from the floor. "Goodnight, ladies." Before the door closes completely, he winks at me, and I smile.

"Are you two okay now?" Merida asks, removing her shoes and tying her hair up in a bun. Merida going to sleep is one of the only times her crazy red hair is up and not loose.

"Yeah, we're okay."

"You sure? Because I could still beat him up if you want."

"No, that's okay. For now, Merida." I pick up my phone from the nightstand. I haven't looked at it since earlier today. There are tons of notifications, but one from Rapunzel catches my eye. It says Anna is out with Kristoff. I check the time on the screen. Only 15 minutes until curfew. I call Anna's phone. No answer. I try Rapunzel's next. On the last ring, she picks up.

_"Hello?"_ she answers.

"Hey, Zel. Is Anna with you?"

_"No, she's still not here. Just me. Since Flynn left, I've been trying to get a hold of her, and nothing."_

"Oh no." I close my eyes in frustration. "She can't be late. She's going to be in so much trouble."

_"I know, Elsa, but give Anna a little more credit. She's still got 15 minutes. She could make it."_

"I know. I'm just going to keep trying her phone, okay? I'll see you tomorrow. Goodnight."

_"Night, cousin!"_

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

"That wasn't so bad was it?" Kristoff says, when we're in the car, driving back.

"No, I guess it was sort of fun."

He smiles. "I, um, wanted to ask you something."

"Sure, what's up?"

"Well, my family does this thing every year where a whole bunch of ice skaters put on this big production. Maybe you would, you know, come."

"Really?"

"Yeah, I mean you don't have to if you don't want to."

"No, I want to," I tell him smiling. "It will be so much fun. We could go and hang out and watch people skate around! That's awesome!"

"I was thinking it could be sort of like a d-"

"And we could invite Elsa and Rapunzel and all of them because I bet they'd love it too! And Elsa used to do that kind of thing, maybe she'd be inspired to skate again. Kristoff you're a genius!"

"Yeah, we could _all_ go to Winter Wonderland," he says, sounding kind of disappointed. I must be hearing him wrong.

"I'm going to tell Elsa all about this. She'll be so excited." I pull out my phone to see an incredible amount of notifications mostly from Elsa. I wonder why she wants to get a hold of me. Then, my eyes go to the top of the screen to the time. "Oh, no, no, no, no, no,"

"What is it? What's wrong?"

"No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no!"

"Anna, what's wrong?"

"My curfew is in 15 minutes! There's no way I can make it!"

"Calm down, we'll make it."

"Kristoff, if I'm late, Mr. Meyers is going to make sure I'm in detention for the next year!"

"We'll get there on time, I promise."

I exhale, trying to calm down. "Okay, I trust you, Kristoff. I think it's far fetched and unlikely, but I trust you."

"You should probably call your sister then, she must be freaking out."

"I'll call Elsa and you focus on getting back to Walney as fast as possible. Okay?"

"Okay."

* * *

><p><strong>Sorry for that Fault in Our Stars reference. It slipped sort of...<strong>
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5sos **My favorite member has to be between Michael and Ashton, but Luke's voice is freaking angelic!**
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	20. Possible Detentions and a Cold Shoulder?

**I would like to dedicate this chapter to a very special girl, whose birthday was on the 19th (I just suck at with timing). **Astrid-c-hofferson**, this one's for you! Happy, happy birthday!**

**Well, without further ado, here is chapter 20 of Walney High :)**

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

"Anna, wake up." There's something pushing against my arm. I groan. Go away something. I'm taking a nap. "Anna, we're here." Here? Where are we voice?

My eyes open to see Kristoff, and I sit up in my seat. "Where are we?" I ask, yawning. Oh, yeah! Remember that one time you were really, really, _really_ late for curfew? Yeah, that's still going on. "We're at Walney?"

"Yeah," Kristoff says.

I close my eyes. "I don't want to see the clock." Beached whale noises escape my mouth. "Okay, just tell me what time is it. No, don't tell me. Wait. I kind of have to know. Just say it before I change my mind!"

"So, it's past curfew, but not by much."

"What time is it?" I whine.

"11:45" A large groan comes out of my throat.

"I'm doomed."

"This is all my fault," Kristoff says, "I'm so sorry."

"It's not your fault. I'm the slow zamboni driver." He laughs at this. "Seriously, it's not your fault. I can just sneak in, and even if I get caught, the worst that will happen is a... couple... of detentions. No sweat."

"Wait, detentions? There has to be someone I could talk to and clear this-"

"Oh, look at that time. I really should get going. I'll text Rapunzel to open the window or something, but you shouldn't worry, okay." I wrap my arms around his neck in a hug. "We'll talk about the details of Winter Wonderland tomorrow," I open the car door and grab my bookbag. "See you later." I climb out and close the door behind me before he can say anything else."

I sprint through the entrance of the dorms while pulling out my phone. 11:45. They should be checking rooms now. If I'm lucky, they haven't check our room yet, and I can sneak back in before anyone notices I'm gone. I am about to push the button on to summon the elevator, when I think better of the dead give away of a loud ding, and take the stairs instead.

My fingers quickly dial Rapunzel's phone number as I begin sprinting up the stairs two at a time. She answers on the first ring.

"Hey, Zel-"

_"Where the hell are you?"_

"I'm running up the stairs now." I continue going as fast as my feet have ever taken me. I have just approached the third floor. One more flight. "Have they checked our room yet?"

_"No, but-"_ There is a knock from Rapunzel's end of the phone. _She whispers, "They just got here."_

"Crap!" I have just arrived the fourth floor doorway. My brain is working quickly, trying to think of a way to cover my butt. "Okay, just tell them I'm in the communal bathroom because you were taking forever in the shower." Our room is one with a connected bathroom, but a few of the singles down the hall share a communal bathroom. It's open to everyone, but people in doubles, like mine, don't normally shower in them.

_"But my hair is a greasy mess. Anyone can tell I haven't washed it. Even Mr. Meyers who is right_ outside!"

"Answer the freaking door before they notice anything! Just tell them, and I'll be there soon."

_"Just a minute__, I'm drying my hair," _She says loudly. _"You owe me, Anna,"_ I hear before she hangs up.

I quietly open the door at slip onto the fourth floor. I peek over towards my dorm and sure enough, there stands the floor manager and Mr. Meyers talking to a wet haired Rapunzel. She sees me and makes sure they don't look over.

I sprint to the other end of hallway and sneak into the bathroom, undetected. It's empty. Thank glob. Okay, Anna. You have to make it look like you just took a shower. I look down at my outfit. Jeans and Kristoff's Reindeer sweater. Oops. That doesn't look like sleepwear at all.

Without thinking about it, I drop my bookbag on the tiled floor, remove the sweater, and turn on the sink faucet. I remove Peter's stupid bet shirt and am left with just my undershirt. I remove the ponytail from my messy bun and shove my head under the running water. Kristoff's sweater is used to remove the excess water.

Okay, you have the wet hair, a t-shirt, but the jeans aren't going to sell it. I put back on the shirt and tie my hair up. Think, think, think! Lost and found! There's that cardboard box with everything that's been left behind. Desperate times call for desperate measures.

I search through that box, like my life depended on it. Yes! A black pair of basketball shorts in my size! Perfect. I promise I will return this, eventually, previous owners. I remove my jeans and gym shoes and trade them for my socks and the shorts. I throw the jeans, sweater, and shoes into the bag and retie Kristoff's scarf across the cut on my leg. It is covered, barely, by the edges of the shorts.

"Okay, you're good to go, Anna," I say to my reflection and walk out of the bathroom and straight into the chest of a angry looking, armed cross, Mr. Meyers.

"Anna," he tells me, shortly.

"Good evening, Mr. Meyers," I reply as professionally as I can even though my only instincts are to regard him with as much sarcasm as possible. He just... Ugh! He makes my skin crawl!

"See," I hear Rapunzel say, from the other end of the hallway. "She's there. Right where I said she was. Why would I ever lie to you, Grace?"

"Why the bookbag, Ms. Arendelle?"

"It just sees easier to carry my toiletries in a bag instead of in my hands," I point towards my dorm. "Now, if you'll excuse me, I have a date with the sandman," and with that, I walk away from the teacher and towards my room.

It is only when Zel and I are in the room behind a closed door that I can release the breath I didn't know I was holding. "I owe you, Zel."

She laughs. "Obviously! Do you know what I had to do for you?" I shake my head. She points at her wet hair. "I couldn't turn on the sink to wet it because it would have been a dead give away of our cover story, so I had to pour the contents of a water bottle on my head."

I laugh and move closer to my bed when I feel a wetness. "You wouldn't have happened to drip this water on the floor, would you?"

My cousin giggles."Maybe." She jumps on her bed, crossing her legs, holding one of her pillows close to her chest, and looks at me expectantly. "Well...?"

"Well what?" I know exactly what's she's talking about, but it was mine and Kristoff's special night. Maybe I should keep it to myself.

"Oh no, no, no! I covered your butt tonight. I _deserve_ all the details about tonight."

"Can't it wait until tomorrow," I question, removing my wet socks and lying down on my bed. "I'm tired," I tell her, burring my face into my pillow.

"Nope. Because then you will accidentally forget until I forget too. Spill."

"Well," I drag on, sitting up in my bed. Then I hear my phone ring, and I silently thank the universe. I reach into my bag and pull out my phone. Kristoff. I smile and accept the call. "Hello?"

_"Anna, are you okay? Was there a detention or anything? Because if there was, I'm still in the parking lot and am completely prepared to march in there and not take no for an answer."_

"Kristoff," Rapunzel gives me a suspicious smile. Great. More explaining. "Everything is fine. Zel helped me get in without anyone noticing."

_"That's a relief. Does this mean I'm save to leave?"_

"Of course. Wait, don't you have a curfew too?"

_"Yeah, but it's way too late for that."_

"Oh no! This is all my fault!" Rapunzel mouths that I should put Kristoff on speaker. I ignore her and keep talking, "I'll walk over there and tell them it was my fault."

_"No, it's okay. It's my first offense so I'll probably only end up with a detention. No big deal."_

Rapunzel jumps onto my bed and presses her ear against my phone to try to pick up parts of the conversation. I shove her away from and shoot her a glare. She sticks out her tongue out and moves back to her position. "Great. Another reason for your parents to hate me."

_"My parents do not hate you, nor could they ever. You're pretty un-unlikable."_

"Un-unlikable? Is that even a word?"

_"Probably not."_

A moment of silence passes, and Rapunzel nudges me and vigorously gestures to the phone. _'Say something,'_ she mouths. "I had fun today." She gives me a thumbs up.

_"Yeah, me too."_

"We should do it again because wow that hot chocolate was freaking delicious. And I really did almost have that one spin perfected."

Kristoff laughs. _"Which one? The one where you managed to cut yourself and rip your jeans, or the one where you almost broke the ice?"_

"I was thinking more of the one where I didn't fall."

_"That must have been the one that happened in the car while you were sleeping," _he says, with a laugh. Rapunzel bursts out laughing too. _"Is someone there with you?"_

"Just my annoying cousin."

"Hey! I'm sitting right here." Rapunzel yells.

_"Well, I have to go face my punishment."_

"Go for it, and if you need me, let me know."

_"You got it, Anna."_

"Later, vermin."

_"Funny, last time I checked. You had my "Vermin" sweater, rat."_

"Oh, whatever, Kristoff. I'll see you tomorrow." I hang up the phone after we say our goodbyes, and Rapunzel gives me a hurt expression. "What?"

"Tell me it isn't true," She says, while dramatically placing the back of her hand on her forehead.

"What are you talking about?"

"You, you have," she pauses, "a Reindeer sweater in your possession?" I roll my eyes and throw one of my pillows at her, effectively knocking her onto her back. She laughs, "So it's true."

I feel me face heat up. "I'm going to give it to him the next time I see him."

"Sure you are," she says, sarcastically, throwing the pillow back at me and going back to her own bed.

"Goodnight, Rapunzel," I tell her, sticking my tongue out at her and get comfortable on my bed.

"But you didn't even tell me about your date," she whines.

"I'll tell you tomorrow over breakfast, my treat. I _do_ owe you."

She squeals in delight and flips off the light. "You know Elsa's going to kill you tomorrow, right?"

"I can't you hear you. I'm asleep."

* * *

><p>"Elsa it's not that big of a deal. I didn't get caught. No detention. And if I keep it that way, Thanksgiving will be a peaceful holiday with Aunt Prim and Uncle T." I say, following closely behind Elsa in the crowded hallways.<p>

My sister had been trying to ignore me since I got back from breakfast with Zel, who had me tell her every detail of my ice skating adventure with Kristoff. And whether it was because she's so mad at me she doesn't want talk to me or she's so made at me she's trying not to loose her cool before a big test.

Either way. I can't handle her ignoring me.

Not again.

I quicken my pace so I am standing in front of her, blocking her path to her classroom. "Elsa, wait."

"Anna, I can't right now."

"You also can't just ignore me."

"I'm not ignoring you."

"Well, that's kind of what it feels like. "

"This is the second time you've done something completely irresponsible."

"I know, I know. But this one was completely on me. I got myself in and out of the mess. Please, just skip the shame part to the lecture, so we can move on."

Elsa smiles, softly. "Are our arguments really that predictable."

"Yup."

She shakes her head. "You're gonna be late for class."

"It's Ms. Morgan's class. She's cool with me being a little late." She gives me a pointed look. "Okay, okay. I'm going." I move out of the way of the door, Elsa can through. Okay, chemistry. You're good at chemistry... Well at least you sit next to Jack. He's pretty good with that ion stuff. Hey, wait just one second! "Elsa," I call. She turns to look at me, half in her classroom, half in the hallway.

"Yes, Anna?"

"Jack."

Her face reddens for a second. What exactly happened last night? She clears her throat. "What about him?"

"Do we like him again? Or is he still enemy number one?"

"Why does it matter?"

"Well, I'm about to see him, and I thought I should know if I have to give him the cold shoulder or not."

She smiles at me and gently touches her lips. "He's good." Then snapping out of whatever that was, she moves her hand to the book in her hand and tells me, "Now go to class, before you're late."

"I'll see you later, sis." I call over my shoulder as I begin to speed walk down the hall.

* * *

><p><strong>I know this chapter is really short, probably shorter than any chapter for this story, but I've kept you waiting long enough and this is all that's completely edited and revised so far.<strong>

Guest **I will continue! :)**

Qwerty **Thank you! I hope you liked the ****update**

Queen Rebelle **(Too lazy to search up your name and send you a PM XP) That is awesome! They probably thought that you were a Disney princess, and then they got distracted by something shiny (happens to me all the time) and hit your window. **
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	21. Uh-oh

**First, let me just say: HOLY FREAKING CRAP GUYS! WE'VE (Yes ****_we_****!) REACHED OVER 400 REVIEWS AND COUNTING! AHHHHHHHHH! I'M SO FREAKING EXCITED! I seriously don't think you guys understand! I saw the number because I kept getting notifications about new reviews and favorites and follows. So I said to myself, "Self, why do these people like us so much?" and then I got some more emails and thought, "Hey, Brain, they like ****_really_**** like us even though our chapters are always late. Did you see all of the emails we just got!?" Then I got even more messages and thought, "I wonder what the total is now." AND MOTHER OF PEARL! I NEARLY POOPED MY PANTS (I'M PRETTY SURE I DROPPED MY PHONE) AND THEN I ALMOST SOBBED HYSTERICALLY! Y'all are the reasons why I write. Thank you all so so so so so so so so ****_so freaking_**** much! **

**Okay now that my caps lock rant is over, and I made you wait forever, here is the next chapter of Walney High. I hope you all enjoy :)**

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

"I'm here!" I yell, sliding into Ms. Morgan's first period chemistry class just as the bell rings. Yes, literally sliding like a rock star who just finished an epic guitar solo. I stand up and smile at Ms. Morgan. "I'm here."

"I can see that, Anna." She says, writing something down on her attendance clipboard. "Now, take your seat. We're supposed to be having a pop quiz."

I struggle to catch my back and move to my seat next to Jack, passing Olaf who gives me a high five.

"Nice entrance," he says when I sit down.

"Thanks," I reply, removing a pencil from my bookbag. "There's a pop quiz? When does that ever happen? Was Ms. Morgan replaced with an alien clone or something."

He laughs. "No, normally, teachers give tests to their students to check on their progress. It's how our education system work."

I pout. "It's still weird."

"Alright, everyone. Take your time, but try to finish soon. I'm not going to lie," she begins passing out the blank tests. "The only reason why we have a test is because I couldn't think of a lesson plan since we're ahead a few classes, so this is pretty much it for the day. Plus, sitting in silence while I stare at you all take a test is pretty boring." Once she is finished handing them out to everyone, she moves to sit behind her desk. "Good luck, everyone and begin."

I look down at my test. Okay, line 1. Name. Oh glob! What's my name again?! Right! I'm Anna. Okay. One down ten to go. I occupy my time filling in what I think are the correct answers. No time limit means that I can take the time to make sure each of my answers are correct. My eyes look over the room. Everyone is finishing up. Time to kick it to full speed. Just a few more... Almost there... and... done!

When Ms. Morgan is sure that everyone is done, we trade and grade (guess who got a perfect score and has two thumbs. That's right! Jack Frost!). We spend the rest of the class period split between a study hall to ask questions on everything we've learned so far and watching Netflix. Ms. Morgan is pretty much the greatest period ever.

The bell rings, signaling the end of the period. "Ugh, Meyers," Jack whines.

"I don't think I'm mentally prepared to deal with that man."

He laughs at this. "Let's hurry up before he gives us a detention for being late," he uses air quotes when he says late.

We head down to the crazy teacher's classroom, where he waits to shake everyone's' hands in front of the door. We make eye contact for a brief moment, and his stern face visibly gets angrier. What did I do to him!? And why do I get the feeling that impending doom is very close? I look at Jack, worried. His face reflects my feelings exactly. If Meyers is mad at me, this class period is going to end with public humiliation and waaay more math problems than should be legal in a classroom. Okay, think Anna. What did you do now? Yesterday, you were a slave doing things for the crazy redhead and getting yelled at by Elsa... YELLED AT BY ELSA! Why!?

"Oh, no," I manage to whisper right before we're in Mr. Meyers's earshot. I plaster a smile on my face and extend my hand. "Hello, Mr. Meyers. How has your morning been?"

"Great," he answers curtly. "What a pleasure to have you actually show up." He shakes Jack's hand, and the two of us rush into the room.

"What did you do," Jack whispers.

"Remember yesterday, when Elsa called me, freaking out? I was supposed to help Meyers yesterday for some extra credit."

"Well, he's taking it well."

That makes me laugh, and we head to our seats. This will be an interesting class. The bell rings, and Meyer enters the room. I am instantly terrified of what he is going to do and am completely expecting him to call me out on it in the first few seconds of class. When he spends more time than necessary straightening his papers, the class sits in silence watching him. I can feel myself begin to sweat. Why is he prolonging my punishment?

Mr. Meyers clears his throat and looks directly. Here we go. Brace yourself, Anna. "Students, today we are going to be able to-" He is interrupted by the opening of the classroom door, and the poor soul that came into class late stands in front of the door trying to think of some kind of excuse. "Learn why Jimmy here thought it was professional to enter our learning environment late."

"Well, you see, sir, I, um, was running, and then a dog, yeah a dog, came and uh, uh..." Jimmy struggles to stop stammering and come up with a believable excuse. I shoot the poor soul an apologetic glance. This could take a while.

One 40 minute lecture later...

"And that is why, students, we should learn from Jimmy's ignorant decision to enter late and remember that if you're on time, you're late and if you're early, you are on time. Any questions?"

Most of the class just stares at him, and silence envelopes the room. "Good, then we can continue on with our scheduled-" he is interrupted by a loud snore from the back of the room. Glob help his soul, for hell hath no furry like an angry math teacher.

The rest of our class is spent with another lecture and I am thankful for the large distraction. I sneak a look at Jack and smile as big as I can. There are only a few more seconds left in class, and I haven't gotten yelled at! This is awesome! No punishment!

"Despite the distractions today, the required homework stays the same. See you all tomorrow," he says just as the bell rings.

"I can't believe this! No punish-"

"Ms. Arendelle, a word please." Crap.

* * *

><p>"So how bad was it?" Jack asks at lunch later.<p>

"How bad was what?" Elsa says, sitting down.

I put my forehead against the table. "Detention every day this week, making up for Halloween," I mumble.

"And you didn't even win that bet,"Peter chimes in from the other end of our usual table. "Man, don't you feel like crap today. Ow!" I don't need to look up to know that that was the handiwork of Rapunzel.

"How did class go?" I ask Peter, sitting up.

"Which one?" Peter rubs the back of his head.

"Whichever one you had Kristoff paint the whiteboard in," Jake supplies.

"You made Kristoff do what?" Zel and Elsa say at the same time, surprised.

"I wish you could have seen his face! Every time he tried to write it just," Peter bursts into a fit of laughter. "And then, he just got so pissed that," more laughter, "he cursed out the entire class!" He wipes some tears from the corners of his eyes. "Best ten bucks I have ever spent!"

Flynn laughs. "That is hilarious!"

Olaf joins in too. But then stops. "I don't get it."

Jack explains the prank. "Ohhhhhh," Olaf laughs. "That _is_ funny."

"I know, right? I wish I would have thought of that!" Flynn says.

"You wish what, Eugene?"

"I wish I only could have been there to have stopped Kristoff."

"That's better."

Hiccup and Merida approach our table together trays in hands. I wave in acknowledgement. Hiccup smiles and sits in an empty seat next to Peter. "How did that date go yesterday?" He asks the redhead with a nudge.

"Time out," Flynn interrupts before Peter can respond. "Carrot top, you had a date? How am I just now finding out about this?"

"Maybe because you were a little too busy with your own girlfriend."

"Was she blind?"

Peter scowls. "No, she was not-"

"Deaf?"

"She was _not_-"

"Mute?" Rapunzel questions, joining her teasing boyfriend.

"Good thinking, Blondie. I hadn't even thought of that," he compliments her and places his arm over her shoulder.

"There's nothing wrong with her!" Peter bursts out with frustration.

Flynn looks at him with surprise and says, "You mean a perfectly normal, healthy girl went on a date with you, _willingly? _That seems hard to believe." This only pisses Peter off further. Rapunzel notices this and to avoid another outburst from the redhead, kicks Flynn. He takes the hint. "I need to meet her immediately!"

Peter smiles. "Oh you will. Soon."

"I look forward to the day, strawberry. I'm going totally embarrass the crap out of you."

"I doubt you could embarrass him more than he already embarrasses himself," Merida jokes.

"Challenge accepted, curly locks."

Jack laughs. "Curly locks? That one was good. I'm going to have to remember that one." The scottish redhead looks at Jack with an evil glare. He sticks his tongue out at her and then really pisses her off when he says, "And what are you staring at like that curly locks?"

Hiccup sighs, loudly. "Now you've done it."

"What the hell did you just call me?" Uh oh.

All of our eyes shift to Jack. He has a playful gleam in his and a mischievous smirk on his lips. "Do I really need to repeat myself, curly cue?"

"Jack," I hear Elsa warn from next to me.

"JACKSON!" Merida says, intensifying her glare because apparently that's possible!

"Shirley Tem-" he doesn't get to finish that name. It is replaced with a yelp as, like lightning, Merida gets up from her chair and runs to Jack's side of the table. The poor guy has seconds for his brain to register what is happening before getting up from his own chair and speed walking away from her.

Hiccup laughs as Merida follows, close on his heels. "This is going to be good."

"Someone has to stop her," I say.

"Nah, she just needs to let it out. He gets under her skin that's all."

"She could kill him," Elsa argues with fear in her eyes.

I stand up. "I'm going to go make sure they both come back in one-" there is a loud crash in the lunchroom and everyone turns to look at the source of the sound. I begin to sprint to where the sound came from.

When I finally get there, I can feel my eyes widening in shock. No way. This is not going to end well, for there sprawled out on the floor and covered in his own lunch is Pitch.

Merida looks just as surprised and grabs Jack's arm, all anger gone from her features. But Jack's eyes, which briefly flash with fear, harden. Why is that? Wait. Didn't Jack tell me something about Pitch and him having some kind of problem earlier?

"What the hell is your problem, Frost?" Pitch, demands getting up from the ground and attempting to flick his lunch off of his clothing. He is glaring down at the white head boy, and the lunchroom is completely silent, listening.

"Jack, let's go," Merida whispers. He shoves her away and continues to stare at the taller teen. She sighs, looking irritated but doesn't leave Jack's side. "Pitch, it was just an accid-"

"I wasn't talking to you, Bear," He glare hardens. "I was talking to Jackson."

"My only problem right now is you," Jack says, timidly. Whoa. Timid? Jack isn't timid! What the hell is happening!? "It was an accident, and I am very sorry that you are covered in your lunch. No need to cause a scene."

Pitch scoffs. "You really expect me to believe that this," he gestures to his black clothing covered in spaghetti sauce, noodles, and milk. "was an accident with the kind of things we have in the past." He laughs. "What kind of fool do you take me for?"

"Look, I said I was sorry, and I am. Believe it if you want to, but I have better things to do." He turns around and begins to walk away. Merida and I begin to follow him.

"I can see that your manners haven't improved." Pitch says while forcefully turning Jack around to face him. "I was talking to you and when I speak I expect some form of respect. You know this, Jackson," he says Jack's name with such venom that my skin crawls. The tall teen shoves Jack's chest.

He glares at the darker haired teen. "I already told you: I don't have the time or the patience for your crap today, Pitch. And as for respect, you of all people don't deserve mine." Jack says, shoving him back.

I glance at Merida. She looks just as nervous as I feel. This isn't going to end well. My eyes dart around the room. Where are teachers around when you need them?

* * *

><p>PhoenixPGCiscrazy **I'm so sorry! I meant to respond to you during the last chapter, but I completely forgot. About your OC: don't worry. She is going to appear during winter break. Right now, the story is still in the late fall, but there will probably be a time skip. I hope this gives you a better idea of how much longer. Oh, and I started watching OUAT. I 110% ship Captain Swan **

Queen Rebelle **Hey, a Disney princess wearing black with blue-blonde would be freaking sweet! Supporting goths everywhere!**

1BookWorm **Ohhhh oh oh! There will be Jelsa sooner than you think. ;3**

M.A **First, of all! Let me just tell you that all of your reviews made my day! Secondly, you should know that, in one of your many reviews, are my 400th reviewer! Congratulations! I would like to show you my appreciation with three questions of your choice. You can ask me about _anything!_ It can be about the story or life or me or global warming, _whatever_ you'd like. If you have an account you can PM me or just leave it as a review and I will respond ASAP. Now! Let me respond to your reviews: Ch. 2: Me too! It was probably the most fun to create, minus Rapunzel's wall. Ch. 3: Anna's dreams are pretty great. Ch. 4: Human Olaf is very likable. Ch. 6: I hope you got your pizza. Ch. 8: Or Hans could get fistbumbed by Wolveriene or a knife in general. Ch. 9: Merricup has the _best_, and I mean best, fan art ever! Ch. 10: Uhhh the Lion King! Ch. 14: Adventure Time is the best! Ch.16: Maybe. Ch. 19: this one made me laugh so hard! Hans will probably show his ugly face again, sadly. **


	22. It's A Beautiful Day

**Okay, so I felt like a complete jerk only giving you that sad excuse for a chapter after making you wait about 6 months, so here is another chapter!**

* * *

><p><strong>Previously...<strong>

_"And what are you staring at like that curly locks?"_

_Hiccup sighs, loudly. "Now you've done it."_

_"What the hell did you just call me?"_

_"Do I really need to repeat myself, curly cue?"_

_"JACKSON!" Merida says, intensifying her glare._

_"Shirley Tem-" he doesn't get to finish that name. It is replaced with a yelp as, like lightning, Merida gets up from her chair and runs to Jack's side of the table. The poor guy has seconds for his brain to register what is happening before getting up from his own chair and speed walking away from her._

_"She could kill him," Elsa argues with fear in her eyes._

_I stand up. "I'm going to go make sure they both come back in one-" there is a loud crash in the lunchroom and everyone turns to look at the source of the sound. _

_There sprawled out on the floor and covered in his own lunch is Pitch._

_"What the hell is your problem, Frost?" Pitch, demands getting up from the ground and attempting to flick his lunch off of his clothing._

_"My only problem right now is you," Jack says, timidly. Whoa. Timid? Jack isn't timid! What the hell is happening!? "It was an accident, and I am very sorry that you are covered in your lunch. No need to cause a scene."_

_Pitch scoffs. "You really expect me to believe that this," he gestures to his black clothing covered in spaghetti sauce, noodles, and milk. "was an accident with the kind of things we have in the past." He laughs. "What kind of fool do you take me for?"_

_"Look, I said I was sorry, and I am. Believe it if you want to, but I have better things to do."_

_"I can see that your manners haven't improved, but when I speak I expect some form of respect. You know this, Jackson," he says Jack's name with such venom that my skin crawls. The tall teen shoves Jack's chest._

_He glares at the darker haired teen. "I already told you: I don't have the time or the patience for your crap today, Pitch. And as for respect, you of all people don't deserve mine." Jack says, shoving him back._

_I glance at Merida. She looks just as nervous as I feel. This isn't going to end well. My eyes dart around the room. Where are teachers around when you need them?_

* * *

><p><strong>Jack's POV<strong>

What the hell am I doing? I can't fight Pitch. I've moved on from that crap, trying to be a better person and all. All of the beef is behind us now, or at least for me it is. And I have to think of all that he knows about me.

Pitch scowls down at me and throws a punch aimed toward my face. My hand catches it. "Is this really-" I am interrupted by Pitch's other fist comes flying toward my face.

It connects with the right side of my jaw, successfully slicing my bottom lip. My eyes widen slightly and look at Pitch. By this point, a few of his goons are standing behind him. I touch my thumb to the spot my lip hurts most and lift it so I can take a look. Just like I thought: blood.

"Did you have trouble blocking that one?" He asks sinisterly.

Anna gasps next to me, and Merida shifts a little. I put up my hand on her arm to stop her from trying to get involved. "I don't want to fight you," his other fist flies at my face. Plenty of time for me to have moved out of the way, but I refuse to give into what he wants and let the punch come.

This one lands on the top, left side of my face, just hitting the corner of my eye. And boy, did it sting like hell! I clench my teeth an tighten my jaw to keep from flinching. I can already feel my eye swelling up.

"Couldn't dodge that one either?" He says, smugly.

"Let me say this again, Pitch. I am not going fight you."

"What the hell happened to you, Frost? You used to be so much fun, always ready to throw a few punches. You used to-"

"People change, Pitch, and you are not worth me going back to the way I was."

"And is being a coward part of your changes," Pitch calls after me as I walk away from him. I ignore him. Just walk away before you do something you will regret, Jack. Think of what's already on your record and how- "Jamie would be so disappointed," he says a little quieter.

I stop dead in my tracks while Anna and Merida keep walking before noticing I've stopped. I can feel my body tense up and my eyes widen. "What did you just say?" I question without turning around. My voice is surprisingly hard.

"Do I need to repeat myself?" I don't have to turn around there's a smug smile on his face. "I said-" he doesn't get to finish that statement because my body turns around at a lightning speed while my arm simultaneously swings upward to allow my fist to connect with his face.

"Don't _ever_ talk about my family," I snarl.

He rubs his chin and stretches out his jaw as he twists his neck to crack it. "Or what? Afraid that people will know what happened Jack? Of what they'll think?" He knows exactly how to get under my skin... And it's working. "No. That's not it." He takes a step closer to me and says much quieter, "You're afraid of what'll happen _if_ he wakes up. Pathetic."

That is the moment that something in me snaps, and it becomes hard to keep track of what's going on. Insults and strings of profanities are said and punches thrown left and right to the stomach, the arm. It's insanity. I vaguely sense Anna and Merida, along with the entire lunchroom surrounding us. I know that Merida, and maybe even Anna, would literally kill get in on the action, but I also know that Pitch's idiot friends won't let them.

It is only a few minutes into our fight when a loud voice from across the cafeteria says, "Frost! Black! Break it up you two!" This outburst distracts me enough for Pitch send another punch towards my face. I am about to repay the favor when the voice speaks again, "Enough! Both of you in the principals office. NOW!"

The crowd slowly disperses, which gives me and Pitch space to start walking towards the office. The voice, I learn once sulking away from the crowd of my peers and friends belongs to Mr. Meyers. Of course. I am in so much freaking trouble. So much for turning over a new leaf. And my friends? I couldn't even look at their faces, afraid that I would find fear or disappointment.

* * *

><p><strong>Elsa's POV<strong>

"I can't believe it," Hiccup says next to me. It shocks me out of staring at the door Jack just left through. Merida groans and mutters a couple of Scottish words under her breath. "You're doing that anger thing again, Mer. Let it out but in a language we can all understand."

There are a couple of more words in Scottish before she explodes in English, "Damn him! That damn Pitch! The giant bas! Jack was doing so well! He's a complete bampot, but he was trying! And he, gah! I'll strangle him if I ever get my hands on that dark haired asshole! Having his moronic goons keep me and Anna back from interfering! I'll kill them and then I'll kill Pitch with their dead bodies!"

Anna nods her head in agreement.

"What's so terrible about this one fight?" Flynn asks.

Merida wanders a little away from the group cursing under her breath and swinging her arms around angrily. Hiccup glances over looking worried. "Jack and Pitch have history. This isn't their first fight, but he's been trying really hard to redeem himself for all of it. Made a few deals with the deans and is family for it and everything. But Pitch gets under Jack's skin like no one else." Hiccup shakes his head and points a thumb at Merida, "I'm going to try to calm her down."

Pitch gets under Jack's skin? My eyes widen slightly in realization. That must have been what happened when Jack lost it. He said something to him I know it. But what? I turn to Anna, "Did you hear anything Pitch said before Jack punched him?"

She thinks for a second or two. "Something about being a coward and disappointing, um, some name. What was it?" She smacks her forehead. "Think, Anna, think. Oh! I think it was something with a J. Jessie? Jennifer?"

My eyes widen as she continues to ramble off names starting with J. "Was it Jamie?"

Anna mulls this over. Her eyes brighten. "Yeah," confusion clouds her features. "How'd you know?"

That's how Pitch got Jack to fight. He talked about his brother. "Lucky guess," I mutter. "I, um, have to go," I call over my shoulder as I sprint out the door and down the hallway towards the office.

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

Huh. I'm pretty sure there was an Elsa standing next to me two seconds ago. "Where did she run off to?" Peter asks from behind me.

"I have no idea, but she was asking about Jack," a knowing smile spreads across my face, "And it looked like it was in the direction of the principal's office.

Flynn laughs next to me. "She's got it _so_ bad."

Rapunzel elbows him, but there is a smile on her face too.

"Yes she does," Peter agrees.

Olaf holds up Jack's bookbag. "He left this." If Jack left his, then maybe...

My eyes widen with an idea. "Oh no," Flynn says, noticing the look.

"What?"

"Stop that thought before it even leaves the station."

"Psh. That's- I'm not- Shut up! _I'm_ not going to do anything." I glance around the room for Merida. "Merida," I call. She turns with fire in her eyes. Still mad. I point to Jack's bag. "Jack left his bag here. What about Pitch?"

An evil grin spreads to her face and a laugh rises out of her. She sprints off to where Pitch was sitting before being covered in his lunch. Hiccup follows close behind her. "Merida! I don't know what you're trying to do, but don't!"

We are watching Merida and Hiccup run, when another teacher says, "Alright everyone, back to class."

I sigh. Classes won't be the same without Jack in them. Oh well. Off to my boring classes.

* * *

><p><strong>Jack's POV<strong>

"Jackson," Principal Elias**(1)** says, "I expected so much more from you, especially with how many times you've been in this position in the past. I'm going to have to contact your foster family," I begin to object, but he holds up a hand to stop me, "and suspension or even expulsion is an option." Great. Suspension? I am so royally fu- "However, given that you have been following our agreement in keeping most of your grades up, and this is the first time I've seen you in quite some time," he pauses. "I will make an exception."

"Thank you so much Mr. Elias! You have no idea what this-" he holds up his hand again.

"I am not finished, Mr. Frost," he says with a stern look. "I have already had my secretary contact your foster family, and they should already be arriving shortly. As soon as they get here, we will have a parent teacher's conference. Nonnegotiable. I am giving you and Pitch in-class suspension for the next week and detention for the rest of the month. If you prove that you to me that you have started over, I'll end your punishment early."

"How can I prove that, sir?"

"We'll talk about that when your family arrives. Sound good?"

The corners of my mouth turn up a little. "Sounds great."

"Good. Now," he writes something down on a pad pf paper, and hands it to me. "Here's a hall pass. Head down to the nurse's office and get yourself cleaned up."

"You got it, sir."

"As soon as your family gets here, they'll come straight here and we'll have the meeting," he leans back in his chair and pushes a button on his phone. "Karen, can you send in Pitch Black," he thinks for a minute and puts a his fingers on his temples, rubbing them in circles. "And an Advil."

Karen, his secretary, answers from the other end of the phone. "Of course, sir."

"I will see you later, Mr. Frost."

"Thank you, Mr. Elias," I say leaving the room. Pitch passes me on the way and shoves my shoulder, purposefully.

Whatever. I know Pitch hasn't been like me this year. As far as I know, he's been in that office at least twice a month. His punishment will probably be a lot worse than mine.

I start walking towards the nurses office. It's within the office but further away from the principal. I move through a few hallways until I am standing outside of the nurses office. I lift my fist to knock on the door and holy crap! My knuckles are a mixture of purple and red. Ouch. How had I not even noticed that until now? I knock slowly on the door.

"Come in," a voice says from the other side of the door.

The hinges of the door creak when I slowly push it open to reveal the nurses office. There are a couple of cots lined against the wall and the other is lined with different cabinets and three desks for the three nurses normally on duty. Fauna, clad in her signature green apron, sits at of of the desks and looks up when I enter. She gasps and rushes over to me.

"Oh my," she cries, covering her mouth. "Here, have a seat," she gestures to one of the nearest cots. "Another fight, Jackson?"

I smile. Last year, I spent a lot of time in here getting patched up by Fauna, Flora, and Merryweather. "Yeah, but this is nothing. You should see the other guy."

She laughs. "Flora, you should get ready for another one of Jackson's victims."

There is laughter from the closet in the back of the office, where I assume Merryweather and Flora are. "Of course, Fauna." Flora emerges carrying different bottles and boxes of medical aids. Merryweather follows close behind.

"Alright, Jackson," the tinier one of the three says. "Let's have a look at you." She steps closer look at my face and a low whistle escapes her lips. "He did a number on you."

"But don't you worry," Flora tells me. "We'll have you good as new in a matter of minutes."

"Is it really that bad?" I ask. It's not like I've had the chance to look in the mirror lately.

"See for yourself," Fauna tells me handing me a small mirror.

I hesitate before looking at my reflection. Holy swollen faces Batman! "Ouch." My left eye is swollen and a bruise is already forming around it. My check and chin match the color around my eye but are slightly more swollen. There is a giant cut on my lip and dried blood all along it.

"Is this all we should be looking at?" Fauna asks.

"No," I reply still gazing at my reflection, poking the bruises. Yep, they hurt like hell. "My torso is probably messed up too."

Merryweather gestures to my shirt, "Let us take a look at it."

I comply with her request and remove my blue t-shirt. My theory was right. There are spots of red and dark purples all over my chest, and my ribs are killing me... Which is exactly why Merryweather chooses that moment to poke at them. I hiss in pain. "Ow!"

"Sorry, Jackson," she says, removing her hand from my ribcage. She turns to Flora and Fauna. "Definitely a bruised rib or two."

Flora claps her hands together, "Alright lets get started."

While Fauna begins to work on my face, Flora works on my torso, and Merryweather prepares for Pitch. The three women work fast bandaging and rubbing ointments and alcohol on my cuts and bruises. They rap my bruised ribs with gauze and give me pain killers and a pack of ice to ease the pain.

Pitch walked in some time while they were working on my injuries, sporting what looks like a broken nose, as many bruises as me, and, oh yeah, his entire lunch. And yes, it is very hard to cover up my smirk. Flora and Merryweather rush him over to a cot to help.

"It's probably going to hurt a little when you cough or laugh," Fauna thinks for a moment. "Or breath really. But if you regulate all of that and keep ice on it, it should heal in about three weeks." She moves towards the sink to wash her hands. And grabs a few things for one of the cabinets.

Fauna walks back over and hands me a couple of break and shake ice packs. "The rules won't let me give you any painkillers to take to your room, but if you need any, come straight here, even if it's after curfew or during class. We'll take care of it."

"Thank you Fauna," I say, hopping off of the cot. "You ladies are the best."

They all laugh. "Get back to class before you get in even more trouble, Jackson," Flora orders, kindly while she works on Pitch's nose.

I carefully put my shirt back on, lifting it over the bandages and then smoothing it over the top. "Thank you for everything," I call over my shoulder as I leave the office.

I glance at the clock. I'd be getting ready to go to my last period about now. I was really gone that long? Great. I only have about a period to think of the many different ways Claus and Bunny are going to react when they get here. I sigh. Screwed is an understatement.

My feet lead me back the way I came to get here. I wave to the secretaries that lead me to the nurses. Okay, Jack. First step, let's find your bag. It could still be in the lunchroom, that _is_ where I left it. We'll start there.

A gust of air hits my face when I open and step through the door, and a relieved voice says, "Jack, oh thank glob!"

My lips thug into a smile. "Young lady," I respond with a fake sense of authority. "Shouldn't you be in class? Let me see your hall pass."

I turn to look at the smirking face of Elsa. God, I love that face. Her expression changes to concern and she steps closer, "Are you okay?"

"Yeah," I respond, shrugging. "Just a few cuts and bruises."

She looks relieved for a moment before pulling back her arm and letting her fist fly right towards my bruised arm.

"OW! What was that for!?"

"What the hell were you thinking?" She gently grabs the arm she just punched. "Don't ever do that again. You scared me," her anger has subside, and I feel myself smile again. She gently touches my black, swollen eye. I fight the urge to wince at the contact.

"Ms. Arendelle, if I didn't know any better, I'd think you actually cared about-" I'm interrupted when a pair of soft lips land on the spot her fingers were.

"I do, Jackson."

I look around the hallway. There are no students, so it can't be a passing period. Wait. Then that means. "Elsa, how long have you been waiting here?"

"Since you left the cafeteria."

"You cut class?"

"I needed to make sure you were okay."

"Of course I am. Just some bruises and cuts," I lift up the edge of my shirt to show her the gauze around my torso. "See? I'll be all better in no time."

"That's not what I meant, Jack. I mean, of course, I was worried that you broke something, but then, I just," she shakes her head a little. "Why did you punch him?"

I stare at her for a moment before looking down and sighing. "He started talking about Jamie, and something just snapped. I really didn't mean to, nor did I want to, but then," I trail off sinking into my thoughts of my brother.

"Well, Mr. Frost," Elsa's voice pulls me out of my train of thought, and I look up into her icy blue eyes. "I'd say you are no condition to endure classes." She nods her head towards the door at the end of the hall that leads outside. "Come on. I'll buy you lunch."

A smile threatens to spread on my face. "Isn't that my line?"

"Which part? Suggesting to skip? Or offering to pay for lunch?"

"Both I guess. Normally I'm the one suggesting we defy the higher powers of the school, and a true gentleman pays for thy lady's meal."

"Well, gentleman, I'm assuming that your wallet is back in the bookbag you don't have, and I'm already going to get in trouble for skipping the second half of my classes. What's the point of going back now?"

I ponder this for a moment. Here is Elsa willing to skip classes just to eat lunch with me. It's my three favorite things all together. Not being in class, food, and, of course, Elsa. How could I say no? I gesture for her to take my arm, which she does. "Lead the way, m'lady."

She laughs but complies. It's just the two of us walking towards wherever Elsa decides we should eat, her arm in mine, and even though my family is on their way and I am in so much trouble when they get here for that conference, I couldn't be happier. I glance down at Elsa and my smile grows. Yup. There may be dark clouds ahead, but right now, with her by my side, it's a beautiful day.

* * *

><p><strong>(1) Elias was Walt Disney's middle name.<strong>

**Hope you enjoyed the Jelsa fluff because I sure enjoyed writing it :)**

**I'm already working on the next chapter, and hopefully, it will be posted before I start school again. Until then, don't forget to be awesome!**


	23. Deep Chips

"You know, I was a little skeptical about coming back to this place, but I gotta tell you, the PB and J," I point to my sandwich, and smile at the beautiful girl in front of me, "and my lunch date made it all worth it."

A light blush covers her cheeks and she looks down, smiling. After leaving the school, Elsa led us down to the same cafe I kissed her in. It seemed weird to be back here again, but they make a damn good peanut butter and jelly sandwich.

She looks back up at me with a playful smirk gracing her lips. "Do my ears deceive me or did you just call this a date?"

"Elsa, I know how excited you are to be in my company, but I already told you. When I ask and take you out, it will be perfect, and people won't be staring at me handsome face," I joke. People have been looking at me weird because of the bruises on my face.

In one fluid motion she reaches across the table and gently grabs my hand. "How bad is it?"

"I told you back at the school. Just a few cuts and bruises-"

"No, I mean your punishment. How bad is it?"

I clear my throat and she retracts her hand to take another bite of her turkey avocado sandwich. "It's not as bad as you would think. One week in class suspension and a month of detention. But Mr. Elias said he would end it early depending on how the conference goes."

"Wait," she says putting lowering her coffee cup from her lips. "What conference?" After posing the question

"My, um, family is coming for a conference with Mr. Elias."

She blinks at me a couple of times. "When is it?" she takes me another sip from her coffee cup.

I pause for a second. "Today."

A cough escapes her as she almost chokes on her coffee. "Today?"

"Today," I raise my own cup to my lips and take a sip.

"Well, are you nervous?"

I chuckle. "Honestly, I'm not worried about how the meeting will go. I am worried about seeing Bunny after this meeting. He'll probably pulverize me, but if Tooth comes she'll calm him down." Our eyes meet. "It really depends on who shows up for the meeting."

"What does the worst case look like?" she asks, before taking another bite out of her sandwich.

It is an interesting question. If Clause comes alone, he might become a ball of terrifying strictness. He'll be understanding, of course, but his disappointed tone would riddle me with a guilt that I would never get over. But it would be a lot better than if Bunny came alone. He would just lecture me and would probably even encourage Elias to punish me. And he wouldn't leave without handing my ass to me first. Sandy... he'd probable be silent, like normal. But his silence would be even more terrifying than if he were to yell. If it were Tooth came alone, she'd probably sugar coat everything, which is why she wouldn't come alone... She'd probably bring everyone along...

"Worse case: they all come... But the best case is all of them coming."

She nods. "It'll all work out. Elias is already giving you more leeway than Pitch, right?"

"That's true," I say, taking another bite of my PB and J.

"See? He already thinks you've changed. Now you just need to prove it to him and make sure he _knows_ you're different."

I give her my biggest smile. "You are absolutely right, Elsa."

A flash of light pink colors her cheeks but quickly fades with a smirk. "I know it."

"You know, Elsa? You're pretty good at that whole convincing people to things."

"You mean pep talks?"

"Yeah, that thing," I reply, nodding. "Maybe you should give the same speech to my family." I take a sip from my coffee.

"Sure," she says, completely catching me so off guard that I nearly choke on my coffee. It takes me a moment before I regain my composure. "Are you okay?"

"Yeah, I'm good. I just didn't think you'd take that serious."

She looks at me seriously. "Jack, if you think me talking to your family would make them at least a little less mad, of course, I would."

"Really?" Elsa nods. "Wow. Cutting class has changed you. I honestly thought that you would sprint out of here asap and make it one time for your last period."

"Technically," she glances at the time on her phone, "school is over in a matter of minutes, so it's too late for that, but the thought _did_ cross my mind."

I laugh, as my phone buzzes in my pocket. It's a text from Bunny, '_Where are you?'_

My fingers quickly type in the name of the cafe. "Called it." Her laughter is interrupted by the sound of a car horn outside. "You have got to be kidding me."

"What? What's wrong?"

I point to the four people getting out of the car. "Um, that's my, uh, that's my family."

* * *

><p><strong>Elsa's POV<strong>

I take in Jack's words and look at his family. There are four people emerging from the giant red hummer. The driver is huge, both in height and muscles. He is wearing a pair of dark blue jeans and a pair of tan work boots. His red flannel shirt is rolled up to his elbows, and his arms are crossed to reveal two tattoos on either one of his forearms, one saying 'naughty' and the other 'nice'. And even though he has an outward demeanor of toughness, his eyes, a shocking blue almost as piercing as Jack's, are warm and welcoming.

The passenger is much shorter, stout man with blonde, almost yellow hair, styled into five spikes. His eyes are a deep brown with gold flakes in them. These flakes catch the sunlight in a mesmerizing way. He's wearing a pair of black slacks and a white v-neck t-shirt with a khaki trench coat over it.

The only girl with them is getting out of the back seat. Her hair is the first thing I notice. Her hair is very short and styled straight upwards. That in itself is pretty unique, but the color is what intrigues me the most. The front portion is a light green but fades into a darker shade then to a dark blue, and it finishes with a shade of light blue. She is wearing a pair of cuffed blue jeans, brown vans, and a teal cardigan over a brown shirt. Her eyes are a vibrant shade of purple and are filled with great concern. She is rushing to the door of the cafe. There is only one person in front of her.

The last person among the group of the four is seconds away from reaching the door. And he is absolutely fuming so much that I wouldn't be surprised if the handle melted when he made contact with it. He his tall, much taller than the driver, but he is much thinner. His hair, peeking out of a black beanie, is a dark shade of gray and his eyes are almost the same color. They reflect all of the anger he is most likely feeling. He has on a dark pair of cuffed jeans and a white tank top even though it's sweater weather. The lack of sleeves on the shirt reveal tattoos on his arm. The main one starts off on his shoulder with tribal markings and somehow drop into a bunny made up of similar markings. It's the strangest tattoo I've ever seen, but it somehow works for him.

"Uh-oh," I hear Jack say from across from me. My attention turns to him for a second to see him wave sheepishly to the tall men, just bursting through the door of the cafe. The door is pushed so hard that it hits the wall behind it with a loud bang, making everyone in the restaurant turn their attention to the door. "Hey, uh, B-"

"JACKSON FROST!"

Oh... he is in some deep chips.

* * *

><p><strong>And because I haven't done this in (it feels like) forever... Here is a responce to reviews that I believe I have not responded to yet.<strong>

Elissa (Guest) **It was in fact from Monsters Inc. it is one of my favorite Disney movies ever! And the next one you guessed was right too :) I'm freaking love Grease! I just could not resist dressing up Flynn and Zel as Sandy and Danny. I am really glad that you are enjoying my story so far, and I hope that you continue to enjoy this.**

Bobisamazing (Guest) **Thank you so so much! And as your name suggests, Bob _is_ amazing. You are not being annoying in any way; I love questions! Hiccup's fear of cars and the role Astrid plays in it will be explained later. I promise. You will not be left in the dark for much longer!**

I Am The Eleventh **Technically, they kicked each other's asses, but Pitch is pretty beat up **

MagicWriterK **I WILL NOT TRY TO CONVINCE YOU TO CALM DOWN! FREAK OUT HOWEVER YOU'D LIKE!**

hannahan16 **ADVENTURE! And can do :)**

Guest **Hans will most likely make another appearance, unfortunately.**

Dragonchick101 **I'm glad you are liking the story so far. Turns out we were both wrong; Judas was given 30 pieces of silver (Matthew 26:15). Awk. I apologize for Biblical inaccuracy :( (ouu big words and things. teehee)**

Ravynne Queen **It makes me so happy to hear/read that you like my story as much as you do. I really do hope that you continue to enjoy it in the future :)**

mollienaturerocks **haha! First comes love, then comes marriage- and you are absolutely right about bullying. It is something that should be stopped by any and all teachers, and those that don't... *growls at these teachers* Great. Now you got me growling at teachers and such. **

maranoismylife **I hope you school is less stressful now that it's started and a couple of months in :)**

paola312 **I'm glad you loved it so much. And I hope you enjoy this update just as much.**

astrid-c-hofferson **and** sanaa11 **Yay for Jelsa fluff! And there's much more to come ;)**

Guest **Jamie is Jack's brother. He is in a coma after an ice skating incident (similar to how Jack became a Guardian) Hope that clears up any confusion**

Samtastic **Thanks :) Glad you like it **

Theindianbariton (Guest) **Correct! XD It's my favorite scene in that movi**


	24. Meet the Guardians

**Jack's POV**

Crap. Crap. Crap. He's going to literally murder me. I wave, sheepishly at Bunny. "Hey, uh, B-"

"JACKSON FROST!" He yells, completely ignoring me and drawing the attention of everyone in the cafe. Bunny is quickly approaching me, and I try to stand up in some kind of attempt to give myself distance from him.

This fails terribly because he gets to me faster than I thought. Before I can even push the chair back, Bunny is standing over me with a scowl on my face and a rough hand on my shoulder. Within seconds, he has me pinned down on the table with my cheek against the wood. I hear Elsa gasp from across from me and the sound of her chair scraping against the floor. She must be freaking out. I have to be some kind of comic relief for her sake.

"Well, hello to you too," I mumble through my squished cheeks.

"Don't pull that smart ass crap with me, Jack! I'm not dealing with any of that bull today!" He roughly pushes me further into the table. Ow. "A fight, Jack!? Are you kidding me!? After all that's happened you, everything you've had to- we've had to do, you're going to throw it away?" He slaps the back of my head. Double ow.

"Aster," Tooth tells him gently, placing a hand on his shoulder. Now normally when Tooth calls Bunny by his real name, she means business, and he immediately softens up, even when I've done something stupid like this. Today is not one of those days.

"Tooth," he looks at her and his gaze softens the slightest bit. "Not this time." He turns back to me. "I just need to understand why I got a call on my off day in freaking forever from the principal himself because this dumbass decided to be a tough guy. I need to know why I am at Walney cleaning up your mess after we already agreed that this kind of thing would never happen again." He pushes me down again.

"But should you really be doing it here?"

"Yes!"

She looks down at me, really looks at me and gasps. "He's hurt, Aster."

"This is nothing. You should see the other guy." Because apparently this is my go to line when someone reacts to my beat up face.

"So you wouldn't mind if I finish what he started?"

"Let's not be to hasty there Bunny. I do have a bruised rib or two."

Tooth gives him a pointed look that basically screams, 'see, I told you so.' She hits Bunny's chest lightly. "Come on let me see how bad he looks before you decide to beat him into the ground." When he doesn't let me go, she sighs, and sternly says, "E. Aster Pooka (1) let me see Jackson's injuries this second or I will be forced to give you some to match." The last part is said with narrowed eyes.

He chuckles and gets very close to her face. "I'd love to see you try." It's a pretty funny display considering Bunny is so much taller than Tooth, but he does comply and loosens his grip on my shoulders but not before punching my left one with every ounce of his strength. I hold my shoulder in pain and rise from my seat.

Tooth takes in the full state of my injuries and gently touches the bruises on my cheek then moves onto my eye. It's the same way Elsa touched it, but this time I don't have the energy to pretend it doesn't hurt. I flinch. "Oh, Jack. What were you thinking? Bruised ribs, black eye? I was so worried when they called back home, saying you got in a fight and were hurt." She shakes her head.

"I'm sorry Tooth," I say gently.

She nods. "I know. And I know that we'll figure out exactly what happened today, but I'm just glad you're okay." Tooth nods her head at Bunny. "Unless this one does decides to change that."

"Well, you do know how to make a scene, Bunny."

"Aw, shut it, Frostbite."

"And interrupt a date, I'm guessing," a thick Russian accent says from just out of my line of vision. Clause.

"Date? What are you-" I turn to see what he's talking about to see Elsa, the tips of her ears red, slight pink tint in her cheeks, and Sandy looking up at her curiously. "Oh, n-no we- we weren't- this isn't- uh..." I manage to spit out while Elsa simultaneously utters something similar.

Bunny gives me the 'I'm not buying any of this' look he's so good at and takes a step closer to Elsa. Tooth does the same. "Your st-st-stuttering makes your argument _really_ believable, Jackson."

"Jack, aren't you going to introduce us to your girlfriend?" Tooth asks, her voice dripping with happy curiosity.

"She's not my-" "I'm not his-"

The two of us look at each other. I can see Elsa's deep blush and feel myself become a couple of shades of a darker red. Clause let's out a big hardy laugh, Sandy looks at me with a knowing smile, Tooth gushes with joy, and Bunny looks like how he did when he got a picture of me in one of Tooth's dresses. Blackmail. Crap.

I clear my throat and try to recompose myself. "How rude of me. I was pinned to a table inches from my lunch and suffering from some seriously painful injuries, and I didn't even think to introduce you to my beautiful _friend, _Elsa. Elsa, this is my family. They're a little dysfunctional, but I love them all even though the one from down under wants to put me in the hospital. That's Sandy, Clause, Bunny, and Tooth, also known as Sanderson, Nicholas, Aster, and Tina. Everyone, this is Elsa."

There's a chorus of hellos from all except Sandy, and Tooth rushes directly for Elsa, and more specifically, her mouth. Crap. She's going to go into her dentistry mode. "Tooth, please don't," she interrupts me and gets as close to Elsa's mouth as possible.

Sandy makes a disgusted face and signs quickly _'Gross.'_

"You have the most beautiful teeth I have ever seen!" She says, excitedly, getting even closer.

"Thank you?" Elsa manages before Tooth grabs onto her chin and cheek.

"Can you just say 'ahhh' for me? Please?"

"Um," she looks to me for help.

"She is not going to say 'ahhh' for you, Tooth. This is a cafe not a dentist office."

"Sorry," she says taking a step back but not moving her eyes from Elsa's mouth. "I just can't help myself around pearly whites like that! They're so perfect!"

_'Careful, Tooth, you may scare her away before her and Jack's wedding,'_ Sandy signs, making me blush and the rest of my family laugh.

Elsa looks at me, confused. I shake my head at her. There's no way I'm going to tell her what he just signed.

"I assume that you're just as bad as he is," Bunny says to Elsa, nodding his head at me.

"Aster," Tooth tells him through bared teeth. "Play nice."

He puts his hands up. "I'm just asking. Because anyone but a rebel like him could deal with his stupidity."

Oh, hell no! He is not going to treat her like she's some kind of misfit. "Actually. Elsa is nothing like me." Bunny raises his eyebrow, skeptically. "She's almost the complete opposite. Top of our class, straight A student, all of our teachers love her, she's got a heart of gold, and the best damn sense of humor I've ever encountered." I'm bragging, I know. But I just want them to understand Elsa the way I see her. Of course I leave out the best items in the list of her many talents: her laugh sounds like a harmony of bells, she's absolutely beautiful, the sound of her voice alone brightens the darkest days, the fact that she's the only girl that can make my heart skip beats, the way she-

"That so?" Bunny asks.

"Yup," I reply, popping the 'p'. North is smirking at our exchange, and I catch a blush splayed out on Elsa's checks from the corner of my eyes.

_"Don't worry, though," _Sandy signs. _'They're just friends'_

I roll my eyes at him and force the heat rising in my cheeks down. Bunny smirks. Tooth smiles like if she's in on some secret no one else knows.

North pulls up a chair from a nearby, empty table pushes the back against the tables ledge, and sits down with his stomach against its back. "I hope you all got the teasing out of your systems because we need to get serious. Now," he says in his rough voice. "Let's talk about why we're _really_ here, Jackson before we head over to the school."

Bunny's face hardens again, all teasing drained from his face as he pulls up another chair and slouches into it. Sandy and Tooth follow. "Should we be doing this in front of Jackson's _friend_?"

Elsa opens her mouth to say something, and I have no idea if it's her way of following through on what she said about talking to them about what happen during lunch or if she's going to take this opportunity to back out. I'm not willing to hear the latter of those options, so i place a gentle hand on her arm, stopping any words she was about to utter. She flashes her eyes at me, shocked, and I smile at her before turning back to Bunny.

"Elsa was there when it happened," I turn to North. "If it's all the same to you, I would like it if she was still here," my hand travels down its spot on her arm to squeeze her hand, softly.

North smiles at me, while Bunny raises an eyebrow and smirks at Sandy's _'Just friends,'_ signing. I roll my eyes at their actions, but, despite the color threatening to rise into my cheeks for what feels like the hundredth time today, I refuse to release her hand and go as far as to intertwine our fingers.

"Well," North says, clapping. "I guess we should start from the beginning. Tell us exactly what happened this afternoon."

I tell them every detail of what happened in the lunchroom today, leaving out as little as possible. They're going to find out eventually anyway. Elsa adds in any parts that I miss, while also elaborating on my parts of the story from her point of view.

"Jackson," Bunny starts in a stern voice after we finish.

Elsa rushes to stop him before he can pin me to the table again. "Excuse me, Mr. Bunny sir, but if I may," she watches him, waiting for his permission to continue. He gestures for her to do so. "I haven't known Jack for very long. But I know him well enough to know that today was a fluke, and it was brought on by a good reason. And Pitch, for as long as I have known him has been the kind of person to go for low blows. Had I been in Jack's position, and someone like Pitch talked about my little sister the way he talked about Jack's brother, I'd probably, well, I'd probably kick their ass too." Whoa. Elsa cursing? That's new. "Violence is in no way the answer to anything, but in the heat of the moment as tense as everything was and after all of the times Jack tried to walk away and Pitch pulled him back again and again, Pitch had it coming. I truly am sorry that you all had to rush over here for a parent teacher conference and that it really does seem like Jack has reverted back to his old, blockheaded ways, but he has changed. He is not what every rumor I've heard says he is. That bad guy, with a grudge against the world, ready to fight without a second thought and a terrible attitude is not who he is." So she has heard what everyone says about me. "He is the sweetest, kindest guy I know. He may be a dork sometimes, like when he got my sister a detention on the first day of school, but his intentions and morals are always good. He never would have fought Pitch if he weren't pushed passed his limits. He has changed."

Sandy smiles at me. _'I like this one.'_

I slightly smile at him and sign back, _'Me too.'_

"Jackson," Bunny says again. Elsa speech must have had no effect on him. "I have two things to say. 1) Where the hell is this Pitch dickhead? and 2) Will anyone miss him if he were to suddenly disappear?"

My hand strokes my chin in fake thought. "Probably the nurse; I think I broke his nose and no."

"You broke his nose!?" Tooth cries.

Bunny smiles like he's proud of me. He points at me, laughing. "Don't get me wrong! I'm still gonna kick your ass for getting in another freaking fight and ruining my off day, _but,_" he pauses and looks around the table. "I'm not _as_ mad as I was 10 minutes ago, and I really do think that I would be willing to be helpful in that meeting instead of trying to convince Elias into expelling you like I intended."

Sandy wipes his brow and sighs. _'That's a relief. He was yammering it about it the entire drive over here. And he can be very persuasive when he wants to be.'_

North laughs, a big, full laugh. "Persuasive isn't the word I'd use to describe his, um, methods."

"Now," he says, cracking his knuckles. "Let's go talk to your principle and see if we can work out the consequences of today's lunch period."

"Alright," Clause responds clapping his hands down on the table. "Now we're talking. We'll talk to Elias, figure out what's gonna happen next, and then we can all go have a nice family dinner before we leave. Sound like a plan?"

There's a unanimous agreement from my four family members, and all of out eyes travel to Elsa. She shakes her head bashfully. "I couldn't- can't. I would-I'd hate to impose" She's so cute when she's flustered. "Plus, I haven't seen my sister all day and she's probably worried sick. And my roommate- Merida is probably freaking out right now so there's that and-"

Clause interrupts her rambling with a wave of his hand. "Nonsense. I insist. I want to get to know the girl that not only has our Jackson enchanted but the one that also sees the good in him. So will you let us treat you to dinner?"

Her blue eyes land on every person at the table, one by one, before she smiles and nods. "I would love to," she answers with a small smile.


	25. GLITTER (Nuff said)

**Hello everyone and Merry early Christmas! I hope you enjoy this chapter. It's a little more comedic than usual, so hopefully you're all laughing as much as I was writing this XD Well without further ado, here is the twenty fifth (holy crap! Has it really been 25 chapters? Craaaaaazy, right?) chapter of Walney High.**

* * *

><p><strong>Anna's POV<strong>

"Has anyone seen Elsa?" I ask as Olaf and I get closer to the bench our friends are sitting at.

Flynn is sitting on the edge with his arm around Zel's shoulder. Stupid couple-y actions. Hiccup is standing in front of the middle of the bench facing the three on the bench with one foot propped up on the wood. Merida is sitting on the other end of the bench. She is resting on the back of the wooden bench with her feet on the part her butt should be. In between her legs are two bookbags in front of her. One is hers and the other is a solid black with random gray patches that I've never seen before.

"No I haven't seen her since lunch," Zel says.

"She wasn't in last period either," Hiccup adds.

"Hmmm..." I think very hard about about where Elsa could possibly be. "Wait. She wasn't in class?" Hiccup shakes his head. "What about the period before that?"

"Mer, would know," he says, nodding his head towards Merida.

She snaps her head back up at the sound of her name. "What would I know now?" Hiccup glares at her, annoyed that she'd been spacing out the entire time. "What? It's not my fault! I've thinking about what I'm going to do to this bad boy," she kicks the black bag. "I'm think pink and glittery. What do you think?"

"Focus! Elsa, your roommate, have you seen her?"

"Let me think for a second," she looks up in thought. "Nope. Haven't seen her since lunch."

She wasn't in class? Did she get called out to talk about what happened? Nah. That seems stupid. They'd pull out Hiccup or Merida before Elsa. But what if she left on her own. INTERNAL GASP! WHAT IF SHE CUT CLASS!?

"Who's bookbag?" Olaf says pointing at the black bag.

Merida gets an evil gleam in her eyes and her lips move into a smirk. "Pitch Black's."

"Wait. What? How did you even manage to get that?" I ask, forgetting about Elsa for a minute.

"Remember when I ran off in the lunchroom? The idiot didn't get the chance to grab it before going to the nurse, and his so called friends didn't have the decency to grab it like you and Olaf did. Now I'm going to the right thing and return it, but not before doing terrible, terrible things to it."

Flynn lets out a hearty laugh. "Such as?"

"I'm thinking pink. Lots and lots of pink. And a trip to the lost and found is order."

"Ha, ha, nice!"

"Can we return to the subject of my missing sister?" I ask somewhat frantically.

"Anna," Rapunzel says. "I'm sure wherever Elsa is she's fine."

"She could be getting eaten by a native tiger!"

"There are no tigers anywhere near campus," Hiccup states, matter of factly.

"She could be at the bottom of the ocean with an anchor tied to her ankle!"

"The nearest ocean is at least a five hour drive."

"What is she was kidnapped by a band of forty thieves and is being held above a pool of sharks and-and" Rapunzel's hand covering my mouth ends my stream of rambling.

"Whoa, turn the craziness, cousin. Elsa, is a big girl now. She can take care of any tigers, anchors, or thieves. Plus," she waves a phone in front of my eyes. "She never leaves her dorm without her phone. Have you tried calling her yet?"

I pause. Oh yeah... Mobile devices do exist. "You know... I was just about to..." Hiccup and Olaf share a laugh. I pull out my phone, sending a glare in their generation. I send Elsa a quick text. _'Where did you go after lunch?'_

"Well," Merida says, roughly gripping the bag. "I'm off to the craft store. Anyone care to join me?"

Olaf puts his hands up. "Pitch has been a complete bully to me, but vandalism I am not going to give him another reason be a jerk. Have fun though."

"You sure Olaf?"

"Yeah, I have a math test to study for anyway, but we can all go to dinner together later."

"Sounds like a plan," I reply smiling.

"Then I will catch up with you guys later," he says, beginning to move away from the bench. "Stay amazing until then!" We wave after his departing figure.

"Me and Flynn are actually going to try to catch a movie," Rapunzel says, standing from the bench.

Flynn checks the time on his watch. "We should actually get going," he turns his brown eyes to Zel and offers her his hand. "Ready, babe?"

She takes it smiling, intertwining their fingers. "Ready. We'll see you guys later."

After they depart from us, Merida turns to me and Hiccup. "What about you two?"

I shrug. "What the hay? I love some good old fashion revenge." We both turn to stare at Hiccup.

"No, no, no, no, no. I want no part in your vandalism."

Merida thugs at his arm. "Come on Hiccup. It'll be fun!"

"Doubt it."

"Do you have something better to be doing?" She asks with a raised eyebrow.

He glares at her. "As a matter of fact, I do."

"Stalking Astrid is not an appropriate pastime, Hiccup."

"Why do our conversations always go back to this?"

"Because as your friend, I am obligated to let you know that the obsession is unhealthy."

"It's not an obsession!"

"Then what are you going to go do?"

He mumbles something.

"What was that? Speak up."

"I'm gonna watch football practice," he mumbles a little louder. Merida gives him a pointed look. "In case you forgot, I am friends with some of the people on that team."

She rolls her eyes. "Friends, Hiccup? It has nothing to do with Ast-"

"FINE! I'LL FREAKING HELP!"

Merida looks at me and smiles. "Works everytime."

I laugh at their exchange. "Alright, which way to the nearest craft store?"

* * *

><p>"We have enough glitter and paint to make a parade float. Let's do this!" Merida cries, while putting a cut garbage bag down on our workspace.<p>

Hiccup sighs. "Pass me the notebooks."

"That's the spirit," Merida says with a large smile. She rummages through the bookbag for a moment before withdrawing a couple of black notebooks.

We spend the next hour or so spray painting all of the covers of Pitch's folders and notebooks bright pink, applying glitter in different swirls and patterns to his school supplies, and of course replacing the ink of _every_ one of his pens with some more florescent shades of pink, blue, purple, and green. Merida treats that bookbag like her child and won't let us look at her work until it's done.

"Crap!" Hiccup yells at some point during our work time. I turn to see at what the poor teen has done to himself and laugh at the display before. Hiccup is sitting crossed legged on Merida's area rug. He has a container flipped over, suspended in the air by his left hand while the right one grips the lid. There is a mountain of glitter in the space between his legs and covering the front of his gray t-shirt and jeans. His expression is priceless.

"How did you even do that," I manage between my uncontrolable laughter.

Merida turns and sighs, "What the hell, Hiccup?" She closes her eyes and puts a hand over her face in disappointment. "How the hell did you even manage to do that?"

"Mer, I am so-" he snorts before he can even finish his sentence then begins to laugh. It starts off as a small chuckle, but it quickly turns into a loud whoop of hysteria. He laughs so hard that he clutches his stomach and leans forward into the glitter pile in his lap.

"What is so funny?" I look at her and nearly loose my chips. My hand covers my mouth to hold in the laughter.

I take a deep breath and force the giggles down. "Your- your face, Merida."

"Oh, ha ha. Real mature."

"No seriously. Your face," I point to it, and that is when my laughter comes.

Merida's face, or at least where her hand touched it, is pink. That's right ladies and gentlemen. Merida Bear has a pink handprint covering the middle of her face. And it, and the fact that Hiccup is covered in glitter, is the funniest thing to happen all day.

"What? What are you two laughing at?" Her confusion makes it 70% funnier. "What's wrong with my face?" She reaches into her pocket pulls out her phone, gazing into the reflection produced by the front facing camera. "Oh."

I am nearly screeching, and Hiccup is no better. I am laughing so hard that I fall over... directly into Hiccup's lap... or more specifically the mountain of glitter in his lap. This makes Merida join in in our laughter and intensifies Hiccup's laughing.

"Ow, ow," Hiccup says, gripping his stomach. "No more! Please! No more!"

We try calming down our laughs, and after a few *cough* hundred *cough* tries it works. Merida looks at us seriously. I have yet to move from my position in a pile of glitter in fear that the glitter that is sure to stick to my hair will go anywhere but the garbage bag. "You two are going to make sure every piece of glitter gets picked up."

"Merida, we both know that is impossible. Glitter is like the herpes of the craft world; you can never get rid of it."

"Well, then, you sure are going to try your hardest," she finishes with a glare.

"I'm sorry, Mer. But it's really hard to take you seriously with that paint on your face." This makes me snort.

"He's got a point," I chime in.

She sighs and stands up, dusting off any lingering glitter from her clothes and hands over the plastic on the ground. Merida walks into the joining bathroom, and we hear the sink tap turn on.

"Hiccup," I say. He looks down into my eyes. "Can you help me get as little glitter on the carpet as possible. i'd hate to invoke the raw fury of the pink Bear."

"I heard that," she yells from the bathroom, over the running sink.

Hiccup snorts. "Not much I can do without getting the glitter in my lap all over the carpet."

We somehow manage to get my head hovering above the plastic without upgrading Merida's rug. She emerges from the bathroom no longer pink. "Can you help?"

She sighs. "Yeah, but you're going to need to stand up first." I reposition myself and stand very slowly. My head hangs down to keep the glitter from hitting my clothe or getting anywhere else. "How did we even manage to become such messes?"

"Hiccup," I say simply as Merida starts dusting off the glitter from my braided hair. My hands join her to make the process faster.

"It was an accident," Hiccup whines.

"Tell it to my rug!"

"It was an accident," he repeats.

"You're an idiot."

"Thank you."

When my hair is finally rid of glitter, or at least as much that will come out without me scrubbing my scalp with shampoo at least 20 times, we move on to help Hiccup scoop glitter back into the jar. I sigh, looking at the small pink specks sticking to my palms and lodged under my fingernails. "Glitter sucks."

Hiccup snorts. "You could say that again."

"Yeah, but just think of Pitch's reaction to it. He'll have to touch the surfaces everyday and everyday the glitter will get everywhere. It's a very small revenge, and I'd much rather bash his stupid face in with a hammer, but it will do just fine." She claps her hands together to get rid of any remains from her hands then grabs what I assume is Pitch's bag. "Look at my masterpiece," she states proudly holding up the bag.

The once solid black material is now bright pink, and the straps have been painted to match. Gray patches are replaced with stitched patterns in glittery pink hues, one of them is even a unicorn. But the bast part of all has to be the fact that Merida has sewn on a pair of wings to the back of the bag, so when someone is wearing the bag, the wings stick out. And their not tiny wings either. Oh, no, no, no, no. Merida went all out. They go out almost an entire arms length and have feathers of different pinks and purples poking from all angles.

"Merida," I say. "That is a piece of art!"

"That's one way to describe it," Hiccup replies sarcastically.

The redhead glares at him. "This is my best work yet! Don't insult it!"

"Wait. You've done this before?"

She points at one of her embroidered pillows and stuffed bear. "Who do you think did that?"

"You made that?"

"Yup."

"But, but how?"

"Well, it's kind of a, er, requirement if you're a girl in my family." Hiccup mutters something, and Merida punches his arm with all her might. "Shut it," she threatens with bared teeth.

Whoa. What just happened? What's with the sudden hostility? I don't understand! "Why? What did he-"

"It was nothing," Hiccup says, looking at me. Then back to Merida. "Sorry."

She waves her hand. "Already over it. That glitter, on the other hand, could end out friendship if it stays in my carpet."

"I'll go get a vacuum," Hiccup answers, getting up after screwing the lid on the glitter container. He dusts the glitter off of his jeans and t-shirt over the growing pile of glitter on the trash bag. "Be back in a couple minutes." He turns to open the door only to be hit with the swinging wood. The collision sends him reeling backwards trying to regain some kind of balance and failing miserably. Hiccup trips over the jar he left on the floor and falls onto the garbage can. "Oh come on!"

"I am so sorry," a worried voice says from the other side of the door. Elsa enters the room from the hallway and takes in the sight before her. "What is going on in here?"

"Pay back," Merida replies, standing up to help Hiccup up from the floor.

She clears her throat. "It looks messy."

"Elsa," I speak up. "Where have you been? I couldn't find you after school. None of us could."

My sister tosses her bookbag on the bed, careful to avoid any visible glitter. "I didn't really go back to school after lunch."

I am dumbfounded by this. Sure, the idea of Elsa cutting class crossed my mind, but I never would have believed it before today! "You skipped class? Where have you been?"

"With Jack," she answers like it is the most obvious answer in the world. "We, uh, got some lunch after he came out of the nurses office." Elsa begins moving through the room, first to her bathroom to retouch her makeup, which never happens. Ever. Then, reapplying deodorant and perfume, which only happens when she's nervous or knows she will be. She moves to the trunk at the edge of the bed and pulls out her blue purse. The entire time Hiccup's, Merida's, and my eyes follow her, waiting for her to continue explaining what is going on. She catches us staring. "What?"

"What do you mean what? You disappeared for hours and all you have to say is I was with Jack?"

"That's all that happened, Anna." She begins rummaging through her bag, pulling out her wallet, keys, chapstick, and gum.

I gesture to her actions. "Now what are you doing?" Hiccup and Merida follow our conversation with their heads, silent.

"Out."

"Where?"

"With Jack."

"Like a date?"

"No."

"Then what is it?"

She mumbles something. Again with the freaking mumbling! First Hiccup and whatever that thing was with Merida and now Elsa? If you have something to say, just say it people!

"You're just gonna disappear for a couple of hours and skip dinner just like class?"

"Yes," her response comes with a sigh.

"With Jack."

"It's not like that."

"Really? Because that sounds a little suspicious to me."

"It's not just me and Jack going."

"Then who else, Elsa? His two best friends are right here, and I doubt their about to ditch me after our shared glitter memories. So who else is going?"

"People."

"People?"

"Yeah."

"Oh glob. You're joining a gang aren't you?"

"What? Anna I'm not-"

"Elsa! You saw what happened to Flynn!"

"It's not at all-"

"Why would you do that to yourself!? You're supposed to be the smart one!"

"I am not joining a-"

"The first step is admitting you have a-"

"Anna," she interrupt, then takes a deep breath before saying, "I'm going to dinner with Jack."

Merida and Hiccup look just as surprised as I feel from what I can see from the corner of my eye. "So it is a date?"

"No. His family offered to-"

"His family!?"

"Wait," Merida and Hiccup say in unison. "The Guardians are here!?" That's creepy.

Then we all start talking at once. It's chaotic and hellish, and each of us increases our volume with each word to be heard over the others. "Jack actually introduced you to them-" "That's bull!" "It took me four months-" "His family, Elsa!?" "to even meet Sandy!" "Maybe he does-" "And he's still on that silent-" "You skipped class to meet-" "Why wouldn't he tell me!?" "I'm going to destroy-" "HIS FAMILY ELSA!?" "THIS IS COMPLETE AND UTTER HORSE SH-" "THEY DIDN'T EVEN COME TO-" "DOES ZEL-" "WHY GLOB WHY-" "YOU SAID IT WASN'T A DATE-"

That's when none other than Jackson Frost decides to come to through the door. "Elsa, what's taking so- oh, sh-" And he is bombarded by the three of us.

"JACKSON FROST WHAT THE FU-" "YOU WEREN'T EVEN GOING TO BRING THEM TO SAY-" "YOU INTRODUCED HER TO-" "YOU HAVEN'T EVEN BEEN ON A DATE AND SHE KNOWS YOUR-" "WHERE ARE THE-" "NO INVITE, JACKSON?" "RUDE AS HELL!" "THAT'S MY SISTER JACK AND YOU JUST LET HER SKIP CLASS LIKE-" "YOUR FACE JACK!" "I DIDN'T EVEN NOTICE THAT-" "YOU CAN'T TAKE HER OUT LOOKING LIKE THAT!" "MY SISTER, JACK! YOUR FAMILY!?"

"SHUT UP FOR A SECOND!" Elsa yells over all of us.

We do shut up, but very unhappily. Arms crossed and pouting.

"After the fight, Elias called Jack's family-"

"The Guardians," Hiccup and Merida mutter together.

"And I just happened to be there when they found Jack. North invited me to have dinner with them, and it seemed rude to say no."

"Did Bunny beat the crap out of you?" Merida asks. Jack just nods. This satisfied the teen and she snorts.

Hiccup looks at Jack and points at Elsa. "How come she's on a nickname basis with North and I have to call him, Mister."

"Honestly," Jack responds. "I think he likes her more than you." Hiccup grumbles at this. "Any more questions?"

"No invite?" Merida ask.

The white haired teen shakes his head. "North's orders."

"Does your face hurt?"

"Not as much as it did earlier."

"So if I-"

"Hiccup! No. OW!" Jack dodged to avoid Hiccup's poke to the bruise and right into Merida's finger waiting on the other side. "Why do you two suck so much!?"

"It's in the best friends handbook."

"Anymore non-painful questions?" I raise my hand."Yes, Anna."

"What the actual hell?" I ask putting my arm down. "First date already with the parents? Look Elsa, I know it's been a while since you were on an actual date, but isn't that extremely awkward/old school? And Jack, really? Couldn't have taken her to a movie or something? Might as well get down on one knee and propose now."

Jack and Elsa's cheeks visibly turn redder. "Anna, please stop," Elsa begs. "It's not a date. It's more of a getting to know you with Jack's family."

"Satisfied?"

Hiccup speaks up, "Can we not go say hi before you go on your date?"

"I don't know why you insist on it every time."

"Because they're awesome!"

"They're waiting out-" Hiccup and Merida sprint out the door and what I assume is outside. "side. Any other questions, Anna?"

I shake my head. "No, I am satisfied. Take care of my sister, or I will shave your head. And have fun at your getting to know you, Elsa."

"Good," Jack says with one of his famous smiles. "Because I have a question: what the hell is going on in here," he gestures to the mess of pink and sparkles.

A smile spreads to my face and I pick up Merida's handiwork. "What's wrong, Jack? You don't recognize Pitch's backpack?"

His mouth hangs open as Elsa sighs and looks up. "Please tell me you didn't."

"Oh, but we did."

"That is-"

Jack interrupts, "Beautiful! I only wish I was there to see his face when he gets it back."

"Please don't encourage her," Elsa tells him.

"I can't help it. That bag is a thing of beautiful revenge."

She rolls her eyes. "Come on, I don't want to keep your family waiting any longer for me."

"Shall we?" He questions, offering her an arm.

"We shall," she answers looping her arm through his. "I'll see you later, Anna."

I wave to them. "Yeah, you two have fun, and I'll try to get a picture of Pitch's face for you, Jack."

"Much obliged," he tips an invisible hat at me as the two exit the room arm in arm.

Once they are gone, I step up to the window to see if I can spot Jack's family. There are a couple of cars in front of the dorms, but only one of them has a Merida and Hiccup leaning into the windows. Bingo. I can't see any of the people within the car, but I do see Elsa and Jack when they come out from the entrance. Hiccup and Mer take their time saying their goodbyes and wave at the car as it drives away before walking into the building again.

I really do hope Elsa has a good time. She needs it, and Jack really does seem to care for her. Sure, the skipping school thing left a lot of questions, but they can get answered later. For now, I can focus on getting Pitch's pink belongings back to him and figuring out what I'm going to do until Zel gets back from her stupid date and we go to dinner as a group. Lightbulb!

_You busy?_ My fingers quickly type into a text message.

The response is almost instant. _No._

Perfect.

* * *

><p><strong>Oh no. What is Anna planning? And how will Elsa's date- er- "getting to know you" go? And what exactly did Hiccup say to piss Merida off? Find out in the next chapter of Walney High :)<strong>


End file.
